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THE 




the third. 

Containing his treacherous Plots agmift hi* 
brother cfcww- the pit ifitl : murthcr ot hts innocent 

Nepbewes: hi* tyrannical! vfurpat ton: with 
the whole courfc of hi' d hefted Ufc,ai(i naolt ^ 
defeertted death. 

it hathbepefeLtety A&edbyth Right hwm&U** 
- L the Lord Cbaat&trlaitu hu ferMHtu 




LONDON 



Printed by Thomas Creede.for Andrew Wifie^ 
dwelling in Panics Church-yard, at thefi-jt»e 
ofthcAngcIl. v^p8» 







£ titer Rich** d Duke 4 Glo$erj[olui» 

•fc, TOw is the winter of our difeontent, 

X Made glorious fummer by this fonne of Torkeo 
I N And all the eloudes that lovvrd vpon our hoofe, 
In the deepe bofomc of the Ocean buried. 
Noware our browes bound with viftorious wreatnesj 
Our bruifedarmes hung vp for monuments, . 

Our ftetne alarum? changd to raerrie meetings* 

Our dreadful marches to delightful! meafures, . 
Grim-vifag warre,hath fmoothde his wni&leudrpnt^ 
And now mftead of mounting barbed ftVedeV 
Tofrighc the foules of fcarcfidl aduevfaiirs. 

He capers Nimblie in a Ladies chamber j 
Tothclafciuiouspleafingof aloue. :K ' t; ‘ 

But I that am not ihapfe for fportiue trickes. 

Not made to court an amorous looking glafitf . 

I that am rudely #ampt & want loues niaieft)'. 

To ftiut before a wanton ambling N ni pit, 

1 that am curpild of this fairc prdpoi t ion* 

Cheated of feature by ddfembupg nature 
Pefoi md.vnfiaillitjfciU before my time 
Into this bieatlung world fcarcehMf niade vi^ 

And that fo lamely and vnlailuonable. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them: ' 

Why I in this weake piping pf ■ 

Haue no delighttopalle away the time* : - 
V nlcfle to lpie my fhadow inthe funue, 

And dcfcant on mine oWne deform jtiel 1 

And therefore fince I cannot proouealouer 

To cmsrtame chefc fair? well fpoken daies* 

• ' !t ' ■ 
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The Tragedie 

I im determined 10 orooue a villainc, . 

And hate the idle pleafures of theft daiea ’ 

Plots haue I laid,indu£lious dangerous. 

By drunken Prophefie*. libels and dreames. 

To fee my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one againft the other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iui$, 

A< I am fubtile/alfe,and trecherout ; 

Thisday (hould Clarence elofely bemewed vp, 

About,a Prophecy, which faics that G. ^ 

OfEdwardsheires the murtherers (hall be. 

Diue thoughts dovvne to my loule,. Enter Clarence trbl> 

Heerc Clarence comes, ’ agardofmen.. 

Brotherhood dayes,wnat meanes this armed gard . 

That wattes v|X>n your grace? (pointed 

Qla. Hi i Maieftic tendering mv perfopi fafety kathap- 
This condufl to couucy nic to the tower. 

C/ 4 . Vppn ; whaj,cau/eJ. .... - 

0a. Becaufe nty name t Georgei 
Glo. Alackc my Lord, that fault is none ofy.ours, > 
Hcfhou’o for vAt commit your Godfathers 2 
O belike hit maijjftie ha*bfomc intent 
That you f lall jpe nt^ehriltned in the tower. 

CU. Y ea Richard when 1 know; for I prated • 

A s yet 1 do not.but S's I can learnt, 

He har kens alter prophecies and dreames. 

A nd from the crortc-rowe pluckes the letter G? 

And faies a wizard told him that by G. 

His ilfue difinhei ited (hould be. 

And for my name of George .begins With G, 




It folio wes in his thought that ! am he, 

Thefc as 1 learne and fuch like toies asthefe, 

Haue tnooued his highnefle to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this it is when men are rulde by wome*p 
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of Richard the third. 

From whence this prefentday heisdehucred. 

We arc not fafe Clarcnce.wcare not fate. 

CU By heauea I thinke there is no man ts fccu r <j*> 

But the Qucenes kindred and MiftSSor^' 

Thattrodge betwixt the King and MuticUc ohore, 

Heard ve not what an humble fupplwnt ' 

Lord Haftings was to her for his dehucrie. 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deitie. 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liber tie. 

I l e tel I you what.-I thinke it is our wav, 

IF we will keepe infatiour with tbekiijg. 

To be her men andvvcarchcrliuciy. 

The iealoiis oreworne widow and her fclfe, 

Since that put brother dubd them gentlewomen. 

Arc mi-hticgobips in thismonaichy. . 

Bro. I befeetii your Graces both to pardon me : Hj^iho-ry , 

His Maicftie hath ftiaighthc giuen in charge, 

That no man (hall haue priuatc conference. 

Of what degree foeuer wit hthiSorother. 

Glo. £uen fo and pleafe your worftiip Brokcnbuty, 

You may partake of any thing we 
\VeA>cakc natreafanman^e^Y tau®' 

Is wife 

Well ftrookc in ycares,f«re nw * - ■ «• 

WctavthatSK^^^^hapreUcfootc 

A cherry l«PPC,>honi?r ^ye , a parting pleating tongue 

And that the Queencs kindred ate made gentle folkw. 

GI0.H1 u -htto do with JVliftfcrte Sho;e,l tell thee IchoW, 

He that d^H naught withher, excepting one 
Were beft he doit fee re tty alone. 

•Bro. What onemy Lord? 

Glo. Her husband kn.ue.wouldft thoUrbetray met . 

•Bro. I befecchyour Grace to of don me, and 
ttou* conference with die noble Duke. ' w* 
















' 



fflT 

If’ 

I 



[|j ■[: 



TheTrageche 

Qa, Weknow thv ^TiM^Brokcnbor^andVill obey, ‘ 
Qh % Wearc the Qut cues abie&s and muft cbeyl 

tmf hpff ArAnr^ll-«T «nfA **rw» K irtff 



Brother farewells! will vnto 'he King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy me in,; - 
Were it to call King Edwards widow fiftcr, 

I will performed to infranchife you, 

Mcanetirtie this deepc difgrace in brotherhood. 
Touches inc deeper then you can imagine. 

C/a. 1 know it plcafeth neither of v s well. 

Glo, Well.yourimprifohcicntfhall not belongs 
iwilldclitsc; youor liefer vpu, ■ V 
|v1can« parte#*; ; 

' - j: '..u pdtfbK'e,’tarew'ell. " ExitC/a* 

i Lo tread the path that thou fhalt ncare return?, 
^e plaine Clarence,! do loue thee fo, 

* hat 1 wilt (hortly fer'v ;hy foule to hearten. 

If ^cauen wi ■ ! rake the prefent at our hands : 

-jBut who comes here, the new tlcliuered HaftirigsJ 

' •• EniefLord Hajliygt, 

Uajl. Good time ofdayynto n.y gracious Lord, 
Git, As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlain®: 
Well are you welcome to the Open aire, 

HowhathyourLordfhipbiookomprifonmcr.ii 

Haft, With patience (noble l/-rd .as^,, ^ne-rs muft; 
But 1 (hall liue my lord to gtue n^hhanke?. 

That were the caufeofmyim^if.hincnt. . 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt „d fo foall Claren- e too. 
For the)- that were ycuJ- emies archis, 3 

* ban oreuaild as much on him as you, 

V j • that the Eagle fhould be mewed. 

While kights and buflards prey at liberty. 

Gfo, • What nevvesfabroaii ? 

Haji, No newes fo bad abroad, as this at hornet 
The king is ficklVjWeake arid melancholy,’ • 

And hi? Phifitfons feai e him mk hnly. 

Now by Saint riml this n^wer is bad indeed; 

Oh he forth kept an cuill diet long, o ' : . 

AWm^n- nfuraidlusroyallperfo^.'-^^ 
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V£Y y greeudfls to be thought vpc-rV; y 
What is H^»n his bed? 

G/t Go you before, and I wit i fbilow you. Exit Hafi, 

He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die, 

Ti'lGcorgebe packt withpoft-horfc vptoheauen,; 

Ile in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, , 

With lies well fleeld with weigh^arguments, . 

And if I faile not in my deepc intent, 

Clarence hath not another day. tqjrne? , 

Which done, God t .keki ' Edward^ his met. 1 

And lcaue the worldfor >' to bufl$jnt arisnoroiJ S s , 
For then lie marrie Warw^b, oungeil ftmxi 1 *** V ' 

Whatrhous-h I kild her husband and her father, rT ^ ; 

The rcadieu way to make the wench amends, r; 

Is to become her husband arid her father: 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vrito. 

But yet I run before my hoife to market: 

Clarence Bill breathes, Edwardfhfi liues add raignes. 

When they are gone, then muil I count my gaines. Exit, 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfitof Harry the 6. 

Lady iyfn. Srt downe fe downer, your honourable io*3 , .... 
Ifhonormay befhrowded inahearfc, . ; >> 

Whileft I a vvlrile obfequioufty lament 
Thevntimelyfallofvertuo’usLaijcafter. 

Poore kei- cold figure, of a holyKint . ■- 
Pale afhes ofthe houfe ofLancafter, 

T hou bloudlefle remnant of that royaliblotidj 
Be it lawfull that 1 inuocate thy ghoft, 

T o hcare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward,t« thy flaughtercd fonne, 

Stabd by the fclfefame hands that made thefe holes, 

Loe in waofe windowes that let forth thy life, 
l.powrc the heiplcfTe balme of my pooreeyes, 

Curft be the hand that made thefe fatal! holes^ 

Gutft be theheart thathadtheheart tt> do it. 








ThcTragcdie 

More dircfull hap betide that hated wretch. 

That nukes vs wretched by the death of rhc <8 
Then I can wifhto adder$,fpidcrs,toades. 

Or any creeping venbmde thin * that line* 

If euer he haue child, abortiue be it. 

Prodigious and vntimelv brought to light: 

Whofe vgly and vnnamrali a' pert. 

May f ight the hopefull mother at the view. 

If euer he haue wife, let her be made 
A* miferablc by the death of him, 

Ay I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chei tfey with your ho!y loade , 
Taken from Panics to be interred .he. e: 

And ftill as you arc wearie of the waighr, 

Reft you whiles’ 1 lament King Henrie -corfe. 

Enter Glojler. 

Glo. Stay you that bearethc cot fe and fet it do w nc. 

’ La. What blacke magiffan coniures vp this bend, 

T o ftop deuoted charitable dccdcs? 

Glo. Vtllaine fet do wnc the corfe, orby S.Paule, 
lie make a corfe of him that difobeves. 

Gent. My Lord, (land backe and let the coffin pa(Ic« 
Gl&d Vnmanerd dog, (land thou when I command* 
Adu4tee thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint Paule 1 le ftrikc thee to my footc. 

And fpurne vpon thee 4 bcgger for thy bo'dnetfe- 
Lit. What do you tremble, are you all afraid* 

Ala ^1 b'am ; you not, (or 5 o.u arc moitall, 

And mo i-ral I eyes cannot endure the d uel!. 

A u aunt thou dreadful! miniftcrof hell, 

Thouha4llbutp wer ouerhrs mortal »ody f 
Hi^foule rhou carift not haucjtherefotcbe gone, 

Gi>. Sw etc Saint for Chanty benotfocurft. 

La. Foul ? due 1 f >r.C»od$ fake hence 5c trouble VI 
For thou h ft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Fild u with curlin^crjes anddcype cXc aimes. 

It thou fought t a view tfiyfiainpuidecdcs, 

Behold tin* pact croc of thy butcheries* . 
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Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Heiwieswoundes, 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afrefh. 
B'unx,bluftijthou lumpe of fouledeformitie. 

For t’isthv prefence that exhales this blood, 

From coldeand emptie vdnes where no bloud dwells. 

Thy deed inhumane and vnnamrali , 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnatiirall. . 

Oh God which this l loud madeft,reucnge his death. 

Oh earth which this blond dnokft.reuenge bis death : 

Either heauen with lightning ftnke the muithercr dead, 

Or earth gape open wide, and eate him quickc. 

As thou doeft fwalto W vp this good rungs bloud. 

Which his hcll-gouernd armc hath butchered, 

Glo. Ladie you know no rules ofeharitie. 

Which renders good for bad,bleflings for curfcs, 

Lady. Villaine tliouknowcftno lawof God norman: 
No bead fo fierce, bo ‘ knowes fonie touch ofpittifc 1 
Glo, But I know none,and therefore am no bcaft , 

Lady. Oh wonderful! when Diuels tell the truth, 

C;lo. More wondeifull when Angels are fo angry : 
Vcuchafe diuine perfection of a woman, 

Ofthefc fuppofed eUils to giue me leauc, 

By circumftance but to acquite my felfe. 

La. Vocchfafe dcfiifcd mfdftion ofa man. 

For thefe knowne euibbutto glue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curie thy curled felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient lcifure to excufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler their heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No cxcufe currant.but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch dcfpaire l fhould accufe my felfe. 

La, Andby difpaixing fliouldft thou if and cxcufdc. 

For doing wdfjhic vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft vnworthie flaughrer vpon others, 

Glo. Say that I llue them not; 

La. Why then they are not dead, 

But dead they arc,and diuelifh flaue by thee, 

Glo, I did not kill your husband. 

B h*» 









La. Why then he is alius. ) 

G lo. Nay ,he ; is dead ,and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lieft.Quecnc Margaret fawe 

Thy bloudy faulchion fmoking in his bloud. 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brothers beat afidc the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by her flaunderous tongue, 

Which laid their guilt vponmy guiltlefle ftiouldcrj. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudieminde. 

Which neucr dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou npt kill this king? Glo. I grant yea. 

La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thoumayeft bedamnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle,milde and vertuous, 

Glo. The fitter for the king of heaucn.that hath him, 

L*. Ne is. in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me tliat holpe to fend him thither* 
For he was fitter for that place then eaith. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell, 

Glo. Yes one place clfcyf you will heare me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 
do. So will it Madame,till I lie with y ou. 

La. I hope fo, 

Glo. I know fo,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleauc this kinds incountcr of our wits, * 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : . 

Is not the caufcr of the timclcfle deaths, 

Of thefePlantagenets,Henvieand Edwaid, 

A.s blamefullas the executioner; 

La. Thou art the caufc,and mod accurft effeft. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe of that effeft,. 

Your beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the deathol all the world. 

So I might reft one houre in your fweete bofome. 

La. If I thought that,! tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fliould rend that beautie from my chcekes. 
G/e.Thefe eies could neuer indure fweet beauties vvraAei 



1 



o_ 

You fhouldnotblfmifti themif I ftood by: 

Asall the world is cheered by the fonne, 
c D I by that, it is my daypny lift. ' 

La Btacke night ouerfhade thy day, and death thy life, 
Glo. Curfc not thy felfe fane creature, thou art both. 

La. I would I wereto.be reuenged on thee, 

Glo. It is a quarrel! moft vnnaturail. 

To be reuengd on himthat loueth you. 

La. Itisa quarrcll iuft and rcafonable, 

To be repengd on hiifi that flew my husbahd, f 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to hripe thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth notbteathvpon the earth. 

Glo. Go to, he Hues that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him, Glo. Plantagenet. - ‘['l; i ,*; : 

La, Why thatwashe. 

Glo . The felfe fa me name, but one of better nature. 

La, Whereishe? 

Glo. Hecre. Shefpittethaibim. 

Why doeft thou fpit at me#. 

La. Would it were mortal! poyfon for thy fake. 

Qlo, Neuer came poyfon from fo fweece a place. 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler toade. 

Out of my fight, thou doeftinfeft ray-ejCSi 
Glo. Thine eies fweete Lady, hauc infefted mine. 



;.j 

A 




For now they kill me with naming death? 

Thofe eies of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
Sliamedrheiralpect withftoreor cluldiftr drops: 

I neuer fued to friend aor enemie, 

My rongnecouldneuer ieavno fweete foothtng words: 

But now thy beautie is propofde my foe; ; r 

My proude heart fries, and prompts my tongue to fpeakcj 
Teach not thy lips fach fromc >forthey wtre made 
For kifli»gjLady)not for fuch contempt. 

If thy rctiengefuil heart caiinocforgiue, 

Lohete Ilcndtheetlsijiharpe'pointed fword, 

B 2 Which 




Whkh if thoii pkafc tohi«leiiti this true bofom^j' 

And let the foule forth that ado ieth thee: 

Hate it naked to the d-idlyftrokc, 

At;u Beg the death vpon ray knee, ! ' 

"Na}' ) 4«) i ! .Qt pawfe-.twat 1 t ha t ki ! d e y our husband , 

But twas thybeaiuic tharptouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch,*tiyas 1 that kild King Henry; 

But twas thy heauenly face that let me on: Mere (bt lets fall 
Take vp the fworf again e or take vp me. P : the {word. 

La. Arife diflcmbler, though I willi thy death, 
lvvillno^bethecxecutioncr. ; 

Glo, Then bid rue kill mV felfe,and I will do it. 

La. Ihauealreadie. ^ ••jcUUj. 

GU, Tufli that was m thy rage. 

Speake it againe,andsuen with the word, . ■ 

That hand which for thy loue did kill thy loue, - ■ ; 

Shall ®hy kaucjkill a farre truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou fhalt be acceflarie. 

La. I would I khew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue* 

La. Ifes^raej^fharefalle. n 

G lo. Then n euec was man true. 

La. W ell.welbput vp your fword. 

Glo. Say then my peace is made . 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

C/^’But 1 lhall liue m hope. 

La. AJfmenl h«pe liue fo. 

G ol. V ouchia fe to w.care this ring. 

L a. To take is not to giue. 

Glo. Lookc hovV this ring incompafleth thy finger, 

Euen fo thy breafl inclofeth my poore heart. 

Weare both of th.em,for bochof them are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one.fiuour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doeltconfirmehishappinelTcfor euer: 

La. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leane r • . : r defignes, 

T o him that hath mpre caufe to be an cr« 

At. 
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And prefently repaire to Crosbie place. 

Where after I haue folemnely interred 
At'Chertfie monnftcry this nobi? King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant team, 

I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diu?r« vnknowne reafons,! befeech you 
Grant me this boone. 

j>. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

Treffill andBarkley go alongwith me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. :1 

L a. Tismorethcnyoudeferuc: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine 1 haue faid farewell air cady . Exit, 

cfo. Sirs take vp the corfe. 

Str. T o wards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No, to white Friers .there attend my commmg. 
Was euer woman in this humour woed* Exeunt, manet 
Was euer woman in this humor wonnef 
He haue her, but I will notkeepe her long. 

Wharf that kild her husband and hry father. 

To take her in her hcartsextreameft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes, 

The bleeding wStnefle of her hatred by, 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefebarsagainlt me. 

And Toothing tobacke my fuitat all,- 

But the plaine Diuell and diflembling lookes, ■ 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braucPrince 
Ectwardjher Lord, whom I fome three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angrie moode at T ewxbury* 

A tweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigilitic of nature:, 
YongjValiantjWife^and no doubt right royall. 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord* 

And will lhee yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweete P rincc* 

<Vnd made her vviddow to a wofull bed* 




mi Tragedie 



On me, wliofe all not equals Edwards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapcn thus. 

My Dukcdome to abeggerly denier, 

I do raid akc my per fon all this while/ 

V pon my life l he finds, although I cannot 
My felfe.to be. a maruailous proper man. 
lie be at charges for a looking glaflc, 

And entertaine fome fcore or two of tay lers, 

T o dudie fafhions to adorne my bodie, ,• 

Since I am crept in fauour with my feife, 

I will maintaine it with fome little cod: ' 

But fird lie f urnc yon fellow in his graue. 

And then returne lamenting to my leue. 

Shine out faircfunne.till I haue bought a glade. 

That I may fee my fhadow as 1 palfc, . , Exit. 

Enter Q utene y Lerd Ritters, Gray, 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt hisMaie* 
Will.foonc recoucr his accudoracd health. (die 

Cray In that you boroke it ill, if makes him worfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 



And cheere his grace with quicke and mery words,’ 

Q». Ifhevvcrcdead, what would betideof me, 

R<, No oth er harme but lode of fuch a Lord, 

Q». The Ioffe of l'uch a Lord includes all harme, 

Gr. Theheauensliauc bled you with a goodly forme. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Qu, Ohheisyong,andhismiuoritie 
Is put vnto the trud ofRich. Gloeedcr, 

A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 

Ri. J* it concluded he fliall be protestor? 

Qu. It is determined, not concluded yet , 

But !o it muft be if the King mifcai he. {Enter Bwk.Darfy 
Gr. Here come the Lords of Buckingham,and Darby. 
Buc, Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Bar, God make your maiedie ioyfull as you haue bccne. 
Q#, The Countcfle Richmond good my Lo:of Darby, 
To your good prayers wiilfcarcely fay , Amen: 

Vet Darby notw'uhftanding,foccsyour wife. 

And 
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And loues not me,be you good Lo. adiirdc 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Bar. Idobcfeechyoueithernot beleeue 
The er,uiousflaundcrs of her falfc accufers. 

Or if foe be accufde in true report, 

Beare with her weaknefTe,which I thinke proceedes, 

From wayward ficknede, and no grounded malice. 

Rut. Saw vouthe King to day , my Lo .of Darbi e i 
Bar. But now the Duke of Buckingham, and I, 

Game from vifiting his Maiedie. 

Qu. Withlikelihoodcofhis amendment Lords 2 
Bac. Madame, good hope, his Grace fpeakes cheerfully, 
Qh, God graunt him health, did you confer with him 2 
Buc. Madame we did ? He defires to make attsnement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloped er, a nd your brothers. 

And betwixt them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

And fent to warne them to his royall prefence. 

Qf, Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 

I feare our happinefle is at the higheft. Enter Glaceflcr. 

Gle, They do me wrong,and I will not cndurcit. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King? 

That I forfootli am derne and loue them not : 

By hoh'T’aul they loue his Grace but lightly,. 

Tha^fill his eares with fuch difeentions rumors : 

Be^u'fe I cannot flatter and fpeake faire, 

S^ile in mens faces, fmooth,deceiue and cog, 

Duckc with French nod>,and apifo courtefie, 

I mud be held a rankei ou; eneniic. 

Cannot a plaine man liue and rhinke no harme. 

But thus his fimple truth mud be abufde, 

By filken flic infinuatinglackes ? 

R'. To whom in all thisprcfcnce fpeakes your Grace? 

G lo. To thee, that had nor honellienor grace. 

When haue I injured thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thee, or thee, or any ofyour faftion 2 
A plague vpon you all . His royall pet fon 
(Whom God pieferue better then you would vvifh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 
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Bat you muft trouble him with lewd complaints, 

Qu. Brother of Gloccftcr,you miftakc the matter : ul 
The King ofhis ownc royall difppfition, 

A nd not prouokt by any filter elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward actions fbewes it felfe, 

Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfe: 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and to reifioue ir. 

Glo. I cannot telfthe world is grownefo bad. 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pearch; 
Since eueric lacke became a Gentleman; 

There’s many a gentle pcvfon made a lacke. 

Qjt, Come, come, we know your meaning,brdther Glo, 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends* 

God graunt weneuer may haue ncede of you, 

Glo, Meane time, God grants that we haueneede of you* 
Our brother is imprilbned byyourmeanes, 

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobi!itie 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions. 

Arc daily giuen to enoblethofe, ' 

That fcarce fome two daies fince were worth a noble . 

Qu. By him that raifdc me to this carefull height, 

From that contented hap which 1 enioyd, 

1 neuer did mcenfe his Maieflie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarencc:buthauebccne, 

An earn.fl aduocate to plcadc for him. 

My Lord,you do me fhamcfull iniuvie, 

Falfly to draw me in thefevile fufpe&s. 

Glo. You may deme that you were not the caufc. 

Of my Lord Haftings late lmprifonment. 

Fin. Shcffiay my Lord. 

Glo. Sh'e may,Lo.Riucrj,vvhy whoknowes not fo i 
She may do more fir then denying-that : 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments , 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thole honours on your high ceferts, 

W hat may Are not,llie may , yea manic may fhe, 

Ki)t> 



of Richard the third. 

'tv,. What marrie may fhe? t . 

What marrie may fhe^marry with a King, 
batcheler,a handfome (tripling too. 

As vour Grandam had a worfer match. 

' Of* My Lo.of Glocefter, I haue too long borne 
Yomblunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofegrofle taunts I often haue endured. 

1 had ratherhe a countrey feruant maid, 

Then a *reat Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at: E»wQ». 

Small by haue I in being England* Queene, M«rg*et. 

Q u.CWar. And lefned be that fmall, God Ibefeech thee, 
Thyhonour,ftate,and fcatcisdue to me. » 

Glo . What t threat you me with telling, or the King. 

Tell him and fparc not,looke what 1 haue faid, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpcake,my paines are quite forgot. 

Qj/./i/rfr.Out diuell.l remember them too well , 

Thou fleweft my husband Hcnrie in the T ower. 
AndEdwardmy poore fonne at Teuxburic. 

Glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband King, 

1 was a packehorfc in his great affaires. 

A weedcr out ofhis proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder ofhis friends : 

T 0 royalize his bloud I fpilt mine o'.vne, 

Q«. Mar. Yea, and much better bloud, then nis or tlune. 
Glo, In all which time, you aud your husband Gray, 
Werefa&iousfor the houfeof Lancafter: 

And Riuers,fo were you Ws not your husband 
In Margarets battailc at Saint Albon? flaincf 
Let me put in your rainds,if yours forget 
What you haue beene ere now, and what you arcs 
WitliaU, what fhaucbecne, and what lam. 

Qh. Ma. A murtherous ui!laine,and (o fill 1 thou art. 

Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his father W a r wicks, 
Yeaandforfwore himfelfe (which lefu pardon.) 

Q^.'JUar. Which God reuenge. 

Q Uw* 
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Glo. To fight on Edwards pattie for the crowne, 

And for his mecde (poorc Lo.jhe is mewed vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitifull like mine, 

I am too ohildifli, foolifh for this world. 

Q», Mar .Hie thee to hell for fhnme.and leaue the world 
Thou Cacodemon>rhere thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lo.ofGloccfter in thofe bufie daycs. 

Which here you vrgc to proue vs enemies, 

W e followed then our Lo.ouv lawfull king, 

So fliould we you,ifyou fhould be our king. 

G/s'. Ifl fhonld be? I had rather beapedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of'it, 

Q«- As little ioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
Y ou fhould inioy,were you this countries kmg, 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I emoy being the Queene thereof. 

Q«. Mo,, A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof^ 

For 1 amfhe,andaltoguherioylefle, 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

He are me you wrangling Py rats that fall out, 

In fRaring out that w hich you haue pild from me • 

Which of you trembles not that lookeson me ? 

If nor, that 1 being Queene, you bow like fubietts, 

Y et that by you depolde,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villainc do not turne awae. 

Glo, Foule wrinckled witch, what makft thou in my fight 
Q^Ma. But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That will I make,belbre ' " <e go : 
Ahusbund,andaf6nnet : .ft to me, 

Andthouakingdome,a!lot.; . allcgeanc: • 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours, 
di the pleafuresyou vfu: peare mine. 

~“o. Thecurfc my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didftcrowne his warlike brotves with paper, 
And with thy fcorne dre wft r:u?rs from his eies, 

And then to drie them,"au’ft the Duke a clou-r, 

Stecpt in the f aultlefle bioud of pretrie Rutland : 
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His curfes then from bitternefle of foule, 

Denounftagainft d«e,are aH fallen vpon thee, 

And Godmot we.hath plagdc thy bloudy deeds. 

Qft So iuft is God to right the innocent. 
jjt'ff O twas the fouleft deede to flay that babe. 

And the moft mercilefTe that euer was heard o£ 

Rut. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
J)orf. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

Buck. Northunbei land then- prefen t, wept to fee it, 
o« M What? were you fnarling all before I came, 

Reajie to'catch each other by thethroat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuailc fo much with heuen. 

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their Kingdoms lofle, my wofullbanifliment, 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuiili brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds ,and enter heauen? 

Why then giuc way ciullcloudes tomy quickc curies: 

If not by vvaire.by furfet die your Kmg, 

As ours bv murder, to make him a King, 

Edwardihy fonne,which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fonne .which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene.for me that was a Queene, 

Outliue thy glorie, Ike my wretched felfe: 

Long maift thou hue to waile thy childrens lollc# 

AtnUee ar.other,as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie,as thou ait ftald in sqjpe: f 
Lon" die thy happic daies ’trrore thy death, 

And°after many lengthened.b.oures of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queens 
Riuers and Dorfet,you were ftandets by, 

And fo waft thou Lo : Haftings, wl leu my fonne 
Wasftabd with bloudie daggers, GodI pray him. 

That none of you may Hue your natur all agej 
Butby forne vnlookt accident cut off, 

Glo, Haue dene thy chapnc thou liatefuil withered hag, 
O.M Anri leaue o ut thlftuv dosdbr thou Hu It hear me 
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Ifhcaucnhauc any greeuous plague in (lore, 

Exceeding thofe that lean wifhvpon thee: 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be npe. 

And then hurle dovvne their indignation 
On thee the troubler ofthc pooreworlds peace: 

The worme ofconfcience Hill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for traitors while thou liueft, 

And take deepe traitors for thy dcareft friends, 

No lltepe dole vpthat deadly eye of thine, 

Vnleflc it be whilcft fome tormenting dreame 
Aifi ights thee,with a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluiflimaikt,abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The fl.aie of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flaundcr of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lothedillueofthy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted,Scc, 

Glo, Margaret, 

Q < 1 . M, Richard. Glo, Ha. 

M. I call thee not. 

Glo, Then I crie thee mercie:for I had thought 
Thco had ft ca.ld me all thefe bitter names. 

Q«. AI. Why fo I did, but lookr for no replie, 

O let me make the period to my curfe, 

Glo. Ti> done by me, and ends in Margaret, (felfe, 

Q«. T bus hauc you breathed your curfe againft your 
QjA/, Poore painted Qneene, vain e flout ilh of my fot- 
Why ftrevvft thou fugeron.that bottled fpider, (tune: 
Whofe deadly web enfnareth theeaboutf 
Foole,foole,thouwhetft a knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will coma when thou fhalr cutfh fhr m» 

Hdji, Falle boadin» woman.end thv ffantike rurfe. 
tealt to Uiy hat me thou moue our patience. 

Ai, W ere you well feru’d you would be taught your duty. 
Ql M . To feme me w ell;} ou all fliould do me dutic, 
Teacli me to be your Quecuc,. uid yon my fob" eels: 

0 
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O feme me well, and teach yours felucs thatdutie. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her, lhe islunatique. 

O M, Peace Mafter Marques, you are malapert, 
Yowfirc- new ftampe of honour is fearfe currant : 

O that your yorig nobilitie could iudge. 

What twere to loofe it and be miferable: 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to {hake thq», 
And ii they fall, they daflnhemfelucs to pccces. 

Glo, Good counfell mary.learne it.learnc it Marques. 
Dor. It touchcth you (my Lo :) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the funne. 

Qu. M. And turnes the fonne to fhade,alas, alas, 
Witnes my fonne, now in the fhsde of death, 

Whole bright outfhiningbcames,thy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in etcrnall darkenefle foulded vp: 

Your aiene buildeth in our airies neft, 

O God that feeft it, do not foffc r it: 

As it was wonne with b!oud,!oft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fhame, if not for charitie, 

Q Vrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 
Vncharitably withme haue you dealt, 

Andfhamefolly by you my hopes arc butcher d , 

My charitie is outrage,hfe my fhame, 

And in my fhame ftill liue my forro wes rage. 

Bhc^. Haue done, 

qJm, O Princely Buckingham,! will kifte thy hand, 
In figne of league and amitic with thee: 

Now fake befall thee, and thy Princely houfe. 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud, 

Nor thou within the compalfe of my curfe. 

Back, Nor no one herc,for curfes rieucr paffe 
The lips of thole that breath them in the airr. 

Qj_ M, He not belccue but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fkeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog. 

Look: when he fawnes,he bites,and when he bites, 
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His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do w\th him, beware of him: 

Sinne,death,and hell haue fet their marks on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth ihe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

B uc kf Nothing that 1 refpeft my gracious Lord. 

QgftM* What do eft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
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And looth the diucll that I warne thee from? 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay pooieMafgaret was a propheteife: 

Liue cachofyou thefubk&s of his hate, 

And he to your, and all ofyou to Gods, Exit, 

Haft, My haire doth ftand on end to heare her curfes 
Riu, And fo doth mine, Iwonderfheesathbertie. * 
GTo, Lcannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
JVly part thereof that I haue done . 

Qu. I ncuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo, Butyouhaueallthevantageofthis wion°> 

1 was to hot to do fomc body *>oocl 
That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid. 

He is frankt vp to facting^for his paines, 

God pardon them that are the caufeofir. 

Rw. A vei tuous and a Chriftianlike conclufion. 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Glo, So do I euer, being well aduifde. 

For had I curft,now I had curfl my felfe. uft d o 
Cat f. Madam his maieftie doth call foryou. 

And for your Grace.and you my noble Lo: 

Qu. Catesby we come, Lords willyou go with vs. 

Rtu. Madame we will attend your grace. Exeunt. matt. Ri(V - 
Glo. I doe the wrong,and fitft began to braule 
Thcfecret mifehiefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others •. 

Clarence,whomlindeede haue laid iii darkenefle: * 

I do beweepe to many fimple guls ; 

Name- 
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Niinely to Haftings,Darby,Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Qu:enc,and her allies, 

Th3r ftine the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Isfo-.v they beleeueme,and withall whet me. 

To be icuengde on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray : 
gnt then I figh,and with a piece of feripture, 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euill : 

And rhus I cloath my naked villanie, 

With old odde ends, ftolne out ofholy writ. 

And feeme a Saint,whcn moft I play the Diucll : 

But foft,here comes my executioners. Enter executioners. 
How now.my liardie flout rcfolued mates. 

Are you now going to difpatchthis deed# 

Execw.W e arc, my Lord .and come to haue the warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thought vpon.I haue it here about me, 
When you haue done,repaire to Gtosbie place: 

But firs, be fudden in the execution, 

Withall ,obdurate, do not heare him pleade, 

For Clarence is well fpoken.and perhaps. 

May moue ygur hearts to pittic,if you marke him. 

E w.Tufh,feare not, my Lo.we will not ftand to prate. 
Talkers are no good doers, be a (hired : 

We come to vfe our hands, and not our tongues. 
<j/o.YourciesdropmilftoneJ,when fooles eies drop^tcars, 
1 like you lads, about your bufinclle. Exeunt, 

. Evict j Clarence , R rokenbur'te, 

Bro. Why lookes your grace fo heauily to day ? 

Q.v. Oh,I haue paft a miferable night, 

So fu’l of vgly fights, of gaftly dreames. 

That as I am a Chriftian faithful 1 man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Though t’were to buy a vvorld of happie dayes, 

Sofu’iof difinali terror was thetime. 

Bro. W hat was your chcameil long to heare you tell it. 
Cla. Me thoughts I was imbarkt for Burgtmdie. 

And in nay companie my brother Glocefter. 

VVho from my ^abl in tempted me to vvalkc, 

Vpon 
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Ypon rhe hatches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand.fearefull time?, 

During the warres of Yorke andLancafler > 

That had befallen vs: as we pafl along, 

V pon the giddic: footing of the hatches , 

Me thcu^hf'fliat Glocefler Humbled, and in Humbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to Hay him)ouer board, 

Into the tumbling billowes ofthe inaine. 

Lord J Lo rt hme thought what painc it was to drowne, 

W hat dreadfull noile ofwaters in mine cares, 

What vgly fights of death within mine eies : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fcarefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand men,that fiihes gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of golde,great anchors, heapes of pearle, 
lneflimablc Hones, vnualued Iewels, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thofc holes. 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes refle&ing gems, 

Which weed the flimie bottom ofthe deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcattered by, 

Brok. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

Clar, Me thought 1 hadrfor Hill the enuious fioud 
Kept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

T o feeke the cmptie,vafl,and wandering airc, 

But fmothered it within my panting bulkc , 

Which almofl bui fl to belch it in the fea . 

Lro^. A wakt you not wich this fore agonie ? 

CUr , O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempefl to my foule, 

Who pafl (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

With that grim ferriman, which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kindome ofpcrpetu 11 night : 

The firfl that there did greet my flranger foule, 

W as my great father in law, renowmed Warwicke, 
Who cried alowd,what fcourge for periurie, 

Can this darkc.monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 
And fo he vanifht;then came wand, mg by, 
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A fhadow like an Angel 1 in bnghthaire, ;,?p 
Dab'ed in bloud,and lie fqucakt out alowd, 

CUrence'is come., falfe, fleeting, penurd Clarence. 

That flabd me in the field by T cuxbune s 
Seaze on him.furies>take him to your to tments,^ 

With that me'thought alegion of foule fipnds 
£nuirond me about, and howled in mine cares, , 

Such hideous cries, that with the verie noife, 

I trembling, wakt^nd fora feafon.after, 

Could not bclceue but that I was in hell , 

Such ternblcimpreffion made the dreame. . u, ; .b 

Bro, No maruel!(my Lo.)thc*J£h it^fftightedyou, 

, I prqmifeyou,l atn afraid toheareyou tell it. 

C/a. O BrokenbtmeJ hauc done thofc things, 

Which npw bjsare euidencc againH my foule, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites m.9* 

I pray thee gefttle keeper flay by me, : i,: . ) 

' JMy foule is heauic,and I faine would fleepe. 

Bro.l will(my Lo.) God giueyour Grace good refl; 
Sorrow breakes feafons,and repofing bowers,- 
Makes the night morning,and the noonetide night. 

Princes haue bnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle, 

Andforvnfclt imagination, . 

They often feele a world of refllelTe cares: i 

So that bet wixt their titles, and low names, 

There’s nothing differs butthe outwardfame. 

The muytberers enter. 

In Gods name what are you.and how came you hither? 
Exec. I would fpeake with Clarcnce^nd I came hither on 
Bra. Y ca, are you fo briefe ? (my legs, 

n Exec, O fir, it is better to be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him . , commiffion,ta!ke no more. He readeth it A 
; Bro, lam in this commaundcd to‘dcliuer 
T ■ tii noble Dukc^of Clarence to your hands, 

1 v. ill not reaf° n what is meant hereby, 

Bccaufcl will be guiltlelfc of the meaning : 

Here are the keies, there fits the Duke.afleepe, 
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lie fo bis MaiefHe,and certi f :e bis grace. 

That thus I haac rcfignd my charge to you. 

Ex*. Do fo, it is-a point of wifdome. 

2 What (half I Arab him as he fleepes ! 

1 No then he will fay tvvas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 

2 When he wakes. 

Why foole he fhali ncuer wake till the iudgeroent day, 

1 Why then he will fay, we ftabd him fleeping, 

2 The vrging of that word Iudgementjhath bred 
A kind of rcrubrfe in me. 

, I What, art thou afraid * 

Not to kill him hau'mg a warrant for it,but tote darand 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs. 

1 Backc to the Duke of Glcjcefter ,tell him fo. 

2 I pray thee ftay a while, I hope my holy humor will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tellxx} 

1 How doft thou feele thy fclfe now ? (in me. 

2 Faith fomccertaine dregs of conference are yet with' 

1 Remember our reward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies,l had forgot the reward, 

1 Where is thy confciencc now'* 

2 In the Dukoof.Gloceffers purfe. ' 

1 So when he opens his^puife to giue vs bur reward,’ 
Thy confciencc flicsout. 

2 Let vfc go, there’s fe\V or none will entertainc it. 

1 How ifit come to thee agameJ 

2 lie not meddle with it, it isa dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A. man can not fteale, 

But it accufethhimdie cannot ftvcarc.but it checks him: 

. He cannot lie with his neighbours wife,but it dcte&s 
Him. Itisabluniing fliamfaft fpirit, that mutinies 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22315 ) LONDON, 1598 



of Richard the third. 

I Zounds it is euen now at my elbow perfwading'm* 
Not to kill the Duke. 

a Take the Diueil in thy mtndc, and beleeuc him not, 
He would infir.uate with thee to make thee figh. 

I Tut, I am ftrong in fraudjie cannot pr cuaile with me, 

I warrant thee. . , . . 

a Spoke like a tall fellow that refpe&s lus reputation, 

Come fliallwc to this geare? • f . , 

1 Take Kim ouer the coftard with the hilts of thy iworef. 
And then we will chop him in the malmfey But in the next 

2 Oh excellent deuicc, make a fop of him, (roome. 

1 Harke he ftirs, fhali I Alike’ 

2 No,firA lets reafon with him. . 

Cla. Where art thou keeper, giuc me a cup ofwme, 

1 You fhali hane wine enough my Loranon. 

Cla , In Gods name what art thou? 

2 A man as you are, 

Cla. But not as I am.royall. 

2 N°, r, y DU as wc are.lovall. , , 

Cla. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 

2 My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne, 

C/ 4 . How darkely,and how deadly doft thou fpeakei 
T ell me who arc you, wherefore come you hither ? 

A *». To,to,to. 

Cla. Tomurtherme. -dm, I, 

Cla. You fcarccly haue the hearts to tell me fo» 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my friends haue I offended you? 

1 Offended ys you haue not,but the King, 

CU, I fhali be reconcild to him againc, 

2 Neuer my Lb: therefore prepare to die. 

C/a. Areyoucaldfoith from oun world of me* 

Toflay the innccent’what is my offence* 

Where are the euidence that do accufe me? 

What lawfull qucft haue giuen their vet diftvp , 

Vnto the frowning Iudge,or w'ho pronoupft 
The bitteiYentencc of poore Clarence deaths 
Before I be conuiff by courfe of law?' 

7 ~ D 2 T* 



/ 






Tragedie 

To threaten me witsbdiath is mod vnlawfull: 

1 charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 
ByChnft^dearcblcud fhed for ourgseeuousfinncs, 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

Thedeedc you vndertake is damnable, 

1 What we will clo,wc do vpon command, 

2 And he that hath commanded is the King. 

Cla\ Eironious Vaftai!e,t he great King cFKtngs, 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thou (halt do no mtirdef, and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edift^nd fulfill a mans? * 

Take hcede,for he holds vengeance in his hands. 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law. 

2 And that Fami: Vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
iror falfe forfwcaring,and for murder too : , 

Thou didft recciue the holy facrament, 

fight in quarrell of the houfe ofLancafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that yowe, and with thy trccherousblade', 
Vnnpftjthe bowels of thy foueraignes (onne. 

2 \Vhom thou Wert fivorne to cherifli and defend, 

I How canft thou vi ge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 

W hen thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? 

Clar. A las, for whofc fake did I that ill deede, 

For Edward, for my brother, for Iris fake: 

Why firs, he fends y J e nbt id indrder the for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrel! from hisbo'wcrfuU arme, 

He needes no indirect, wr lawful! courfe, 

T o cut off thofe that haue dlfended hirti. 

I Whd made thee then a bioiidyminifter,. 

When gallant fpring^rauc Plaptagenet, 

That Princely Nonice was ftrooke dead by thee? 

Clar. My brothers loue,the diuelfand my rage, 0 
I Thy brothers !ouc,thc diuell,and thy fault, -fo lidO ( 
haue brought vs-hitheripv to murder thee! 

CUr. Ohifyouloueiliy brotheryhatenQtme, 
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jamais brother, and I loue him well: 

Ifyoubehirdefor neede,go backe againe. 

And I w ill fende you tomybrother Gloccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydings of mv death, 

2 Youare decern’d, your brother Glocefter hates you. 
C/a. Oh no ,he loues me,and he holds me deare. 

Go you to him from me. 

Aw. I/o we will. 

C/a. Tell him, when that our princely father Yorke, 
Blcft his three fonnes with his vi&orious arme: 

And chargd vs from bis foule to loue each other. 

He little thought ofthis dcuided friendihip. 

Bid Gloccfter thinkc of this, and he will vveepe. 

Aw. ’ I milftones, asdic leftond vs to weepe. 

Cla. O do not (launder him/or he is kind, 

1 Right as (how in harueft,thou deceiu’ft thy felfe, 
Tishethat fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cl*. It cannot be, for when I parted with him, 
Hehugd me in his arme s, and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labour my deliuerie, 

2 Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldome,to the ioyes of heauen, 

1 Make peace with God, for yoO muft die my Lo: 
Cla , Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foulc. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet,to thy owne foule fo blinde, 
ThatthQUwilt war with God by murdering me? - 
Ah firs,confider,hc that fet you on 
T o|do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 Whatftialhve do? 

Cla . Relent, arid faue your foules- 
1 Relent, tis cowardly and womanifh, 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly/aiiage, and diiielifti. 

* ’/ friend, I fpje fome pittic in thy lookes: 

Q V . . by eiebe not a flatterer, 

Come thou'on’fny fide, and intreate forme: 
gging Prince, u hat begger pieties not? 

D 3 X 
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1 I thus, and thus:if this will not ferue , He ft abt him. 
He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome. 

2 A bloudy deede.and defperately performd. 

How faine like Pilate would I wafti ray hand, 

Of this mod gveeuous guiltie murder done. 

1 Why doeft thou not helpe me? 

By hcauens the Duke fhall know how flucke thou art, 

2 I wou'd he knew that I had faued his hrother, 

T ake thou the fee, and tel! him vvhatl fay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is flaine, 

I So do not I, go coward as thou art; 

Now rnufl 1 hide his'body infome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall: 

And when Ihauemy meedel rnufl away, 

For this will out,and here I mufl notftay. 

Enter King,Queene,Haflixgs , Ryuers , Dorcet^&c, 
Kin . So, now I haue done a good dayes worke, . 

You pceres continue this vnited league, 

I eucrie day expeft an EmbalTage 
From my redeemer, to redeem? me hence: 

And now in peace my loule fhall pai t from heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth: 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 

Diflenable not your hatred,fweare your loue. 

Riu. By heauen, ray heart is purgd from grudging hate, 

And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. So i hr'rae I as I truely fwearc the like. 

Km, T ake heede you dally not before your King* 
Leaft he that is the fupreme King ©fKings, 

Confound your hidden fallhcod,an d award 
Either of you to be the othersend. 

Haft, So profper I } as I fweare perfeff loue, 

Rm, And I as I loueHaftings with my heart. 

Kin, Madame, your felfe are not exempt in this. 
Nor your fonne Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue bcenc faflious one againfl the other: 

Wife, loue Lo:Haftings,let him kiffc your hand, 

And vvhat you do,doit vnfainedly. _ ; r 

QjHfcrc Haftings,! willncuer morercmcmbcr 



Out 
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Our former hatred fo thriuel and mine* 

Dor, Thus entcrchange of loue, I here pro teft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Haft, And fo fweare I ray Lord. 

Kin. Now Princely Buckingham fcale thou this league* 
With thy cmbraccmcntsto my wiucs allies, 

And make me happie in yotfr vnitie. 

Buc, When eucr Buckingham doth turne his hate. 

On you, or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth chcrilh you and yours,God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where I expeft moft loue,* 

When 1 haue moft need to imploy a friend, k 

And moft allured that he is a friend, f 

Dcepe,hollow,trecherous, and full of guile 
B e he vnto me. This do I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zealc to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafingcordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanrethnowour brother Glocefter here, 

Tomake the perfect period of this peace, Enter Gloceft t f 
Buc. And in good time,here comes the noble Duke 
Glo, Good morrow to my foucraigne King & Que cn c 
And princely Pceres, 3 happie time ofday . 

Kin, Happie indecde,as we haue (pent 
Brother, we haue done decdcs of charitic 
Madcpeace of enmitie.faire loue of hate. 

Betwecne thefe fwelling wrong-inlcnced 
Glo, Ablelled labour my moft foueraigr 
Amongft this princely heape,ifany here 
By falfe intelligence,or wrong furmife. 

Hold me a foe,if I vnwittingly,or in ray rag< 

Haue ought committed that is hardly home 
By any in this prefence, I defirc 
To reconcile me to this friendly peace, 

Tis death tome to beat emnitie. 
plate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

VVhic^ dame ’I * DtrKUc trUe peace ofyou, 

‘ lUpurchafe with my dutious fauicc, . 



OfyoU my noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg'd betweene vs. 

Qfyou Lo. Riuers, and Lord Gray oi you, 

That all without defert hauefrownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, gentlemen, indeed of all : 

1 do not know that Englifh man aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotte at oddes, 

A*] ore then t-hc infant that is borne to nignt • 

1 thankemy God for my humilitie. 

A holy day dial 1 this be kept hereafter. 

I would to, God ftrifes were well compounded, 

My fouereigne liege I do befeech your Maieftic, 

To take our brother Clarence to youi Grace. 

Glo . Why Madame,haue I offred loue for this. 

To be thus fcorned in this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead i 
Y ou do him iniurie to fcorne his corfe. _ 

Rty. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he isf 

Qu, All feeing heauen.what a world is this i 

Buck. Looke Ifo pallc Lo. Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lo.and no one in this prcfcnccj 
But his red colour hath forfooke hischeekes. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead, the order was reuetft. 

G/o. But he (poore foul^by your fir ft order died. 

And that a winged Mercuric did beare, j 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lag to fee him buried • 

God grant that fomc lefte noble, and lefteloyall, 
fearer in bloudic thoughts,but not in bloud : 
Dcfcruenot.worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Day hie. 

Dar, A boone(my foueraine)for my fcruicc done. 

Kin. I pray rhee peace, my foule is full offorrow. 

Day, I will not rife vnlelTe your lngbnefle graunt. 

Kin. Then fpeake at once,wfiat is it thou demaundlt. 

Dar. The forfaic foueraigne of my feruants life. 

Who flue to day a riotous gentleman, 

Latclie attendant on the Duke of Norffolkc. ^ j^ ue 




of Richard the third. 

Kit. Haue I a tongue to doome my brothers death. 

And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue > 

My brother flue no man,his fault was thought. 

And yet his pumfhmcnt was crucll death. 

Who faed to me tor him ? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at ray fcetc,and bade me be aduifdc ! 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

W ho told me how the poore foule did forfake 
Theinightic Warwicke,and did fight for me? 

Who tolde me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me, 

And faid,deare brother ,liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay ie the field. 

Frozen almoft to death, how he didlappe me, 

Enen in his owne garments, and gaue nrmfclfe 
All thin and and nakedto the numbcold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man ofyou 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters, or your waighting vaffailcs 
Haue done a drunken flaugbter,and deflate, 

Thaprecious image of our dcare Redeemer, 

Youftraight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And I viuuftly too.mufl grafcntit you: 

But for ixvy brother,not a man would fpeake, 

Nor l v vngracious)fpcake vnto my lelfc. 

For him, poore foule : T he proud eft of you all 
liaue becnc beholding to him in his life/ 

1 et none of you wouldonce plead for his life s 
Oh God, I fearc thy iuftice will take holde 
On me,andyou,and mine,andyours,forthis. (Fxit. 

Come Haftings,hclpe me to my.clofcf, oh poore Clarence, 
Glo: This is the fruit of rafhnefte • mai kt you not 
How that the guiltie kinred ofthe Queene, 

Lockt pale when they did heare of Clarence death* 

Oh they did vge it ftr!l vnto the King, 

Codwillreuengeit. But come letsin 

To comfoi t Edward with oUr compahic, F xeant, 

E Enter 



'Enter Dfttchei of Torke, with Clarence children , 

B oj, Tell me good- Grananys our father dead ; 

Dut, No boy. , i .. 

B oy. Why doo you wring your hands, and beat your 
And crie ,Oh Clarence jmy vnhappic fonne ? 

GerL Why do you looke on vs, and fluke your head, 
And call vs wretches ,Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble fathej; be aliuc ? 

Dut. My prettie Cofens ,you mi flake me much, 

I do lament rhe fickenelTc of the King : 

As loath toloofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour, to weepc for one that > loft. 

Bi?/. Then Granamyou conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this: 

God will reutnge. it., whom I will importune 
With day lie praters, all to that effeft. 

Dut. Peace children, peace, the Kingdoth loue you well, 
Incapable and flullow innocents. 

You cannot guell? who caufdc your fathers death. 

Boy. Granaip'vve can : For ray good Vncle Gloceftcr 
T old me, the King prouoked by the Qucene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to pnppfpn him : 

And when hee toki.c me {o, hee wept, 

And fiued me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheeke, 
And baa me relic on hiin.as.on my lather,. 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childe. 

Dut, Oh drat deceire fhould ftca’e fuch gentle manes, 
And with a vertuous vifard hidefoulc guile : 

He is my fonne, yea ,and therein.ray ftiame : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy, Thinkeyou my Vncle did diflemble,Granam 

Dut, I boy. . 

B o). I cannot thinkc it,harke what noife is this? inter tbi 

Qu. Oh who fhalLhinder me to wailc and weepel Q"«»> 
To chide my fortune, and torment my fclfe? 
lie ioinc with blacke d.efpaire again!! my foule, 

And to my fclfe become an enemic. t 

Dut, What meanes ihis fccaneofrude impatience# 

Q«. To make ati aft of tragicke violence. 




e j war d,my Lord,yoiir fonneour King lsdead, . 

Whv <uow branchesjnow the rootc is witherd, 
whv wither not the leases, the fap being gone. 

tfyou wiUliue, lament: if die, be briefe: . * ' 

That our fwift winged foulcs, may! catch tbe Ktin 0 s, ;H2 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him^ - ‘ :>• U 

Tn his new kingdome ofperpetuall relt . . 

Dut, Ah fo much intereft hauc I in thy forroW, 

As I had title in thy nobl c hufband : ih 

Ihaue bewepta worthy husbands death,, h.ji cov w"- 

And liu’d by looking on his linages. • 1: bn/ 

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblancc, . / .»< » 

Arecracktin pccccs.by malignant death; 

And 1 for comfort hauc but one falte g'alle. 

Which greeues me when I fee ,n?y (hapie in him* 

Thou art a widowe.yct thou art a mother, . ioa bib I 

And haft the comfort oftliy children left thee : • ai.-r.ia \ 
But death hath foatcht.my children from mine atmej,. 

And pluckt two cvutches from my feeble limmes, 

Fdwardandaatencc,OhA\hatcaufehaucI. 

Then, being but moity ofmygriefe, judwhattriT 

Toouergo thy plants and drownc thy cries? . IL mm 1 
B«/. Good Auntfyou wept not for our fathers death, , A\ 

Howcan we aid you with pur kindreds teares# 

Gerl. Our fatherlcfle dift refle was left vnmoand. 

Your widpwes dolours kketwufebe ynwept. 

Giuc ire no he! pc in lamentation, 
t barren to bring forth laments, 

.ings reduce their currents to mine eies, 
i h-t 1 be'ing gouernd by the watry moane, ' • 

May fend foorth plenteousteares to drowne the world s . 
Oh for my husband, for my eyre Lo. Edward. 

Kmko. Oh for our father, for our dearc Lo: Clarence. 
Dut. Alas lor both,both mine Edward and Clarence, 

Q». >yhatfbry hud LbucEdward,andheisgonc? 

Am. What flay had we but Clarence, and he is gonc$ 
Dut, What ft .tics lnd I but they , and they are gone? 

Q*. Was neuct vvidow,ha^ fo deare a loile, 
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Wks ctier Orphanets had'a dearer Iofl^f ! 

D;/. Wa s e uer mother had a dearer lofTe? 

Alas,I am the mother, of thcfe mones. 

Their woes are parceld^irune are general!: 
ShefbrEdwardwc6jjes,afld fb dbl: ' 

1 for a Clarence weepe,fo doth not (he: 

Thefe babes for Clarence w£epe,and fo do I: 

I for an Edward wcepe,and fo do they* - 
Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Proueall your tearos,lsmyour forrowes nurfe. 

And Iwill pamper it vvith lamentations. Enter Glocejl 
C/.Madame Haue comfort, all of vs haue raufe, with other;, 
To waile the dimming of our Brining Batter *. 

Bur none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do crie you rnercie, 

1 did not fee your Grace, humbiy on my knee 
I craue your blelfing. 

Dn, God blclle thee.andput mcekcnes in thy mind, 
Loue,charitic,^)bedienee,Whd trtfe dutio. 

Glo, Amen,andmakehTcdiea good olde man. 

Thats the butt end of ray mothers blefling: 

1 marutjll why hcrG race did leaue it out? 

Bucl>l You cloudy princes, and hart forrowing peer**. 
That bear 9 this mutual 1 heauie load of raoane. 

Now cbeare each other, in each others loue: 

Though wee haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We are to rcapethebafaefl of his fonne: 

The broken rancour bfyoitr high lyvoIHe heaWs, - : 

But lately fplinted, knit, anti ioynde together, , 

Muftgreatiy be preferu'd,ch :i init,nnd kept. 

Me feemeth good that with forrte little trame, 

Fordivvith from Lirdldwfbc yong PHhce be fetcht 
Hither to Lpndoir,to be erpWndoiur King. 

Gh, Then be it fo,and go we to determine, 

Who they fhall be that ft wight BwUhiGft to Ludlowt 

Madame, andyoti mymother, will you go, 

To g ius your ccnfurcs in this yvaightie buf lhcfle. * ( 

J 4 - With all our hearts. E%eu»t,man.Glo,Buc]c. 

Buck. 








f Richard the third. 

ruck My Lord, who cueriourneyes to the Prince, 

* Gods lake let not vstwobebehtndc: 

i’i ,hc Qncenes proude kindred from ike King. 

^rMyokerfclfepnyconntekconrdlorie, 

Mv Oracle, my P,o P her,my deare Cofem 

t a child will 2!o by thy ducftion. , 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not flay bebindc. 

1 Enter two Citizens. 

I Cit. Neighbour well met,- whither awaydo .fait. 

1 Cit. I promife you, I fcarcely know my fclfe, 
j Heare you the newes abroad? g - ' ' ^ ~ ' ■ 

l I.that the King is dead. " 

1 Bad newes birlady ,fcldome comes t iee 

1 fearc, I feare,twillprouc a troublcfome world. 

2 Cit, Good morrow neighbour. C 

Poth this newes hold of good King Edwards death- 
I It doth. 5 Then mailers look to fee a troublous 

1 No, no, by Gods grace bis fonnelhall raignc., . . 

2 Wo to that land.thats gouciudby a childv . 

I In him there is a hope of gouenunentt 
That in his nonage , counfell voder him. 

And in his full and ripened y eares htmle 
No doubt Bull then, and till then gouei 

1 So ftood the Bate when H?py them. 

Was crownd at Paris, but at xi.m.nctbsplde. f 

2 Stood the Bate Como good my f nend not fo, 

Forthen this land was fampuflv enneht _ ,«i 
With pollitike graue counfelhthcn the l\tn a 
Had vertuous V ncklesto p|ot,c>B his gjacy. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 Bettetit were they all can) e by 

Gr by the father there yvete none at all? 

For emulation now, who Bull be near el 
Which touch vs all. too nearest God.pt 

Oh full of danger is the Duke of 
a., j *u„ L-;n,li^ilhiiuit and proude,: . 







And were they to be rulde,and not to rule. 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

Come, come, we fcare t lie woorft,all lhalbe ,vvel. 



5 When C'oudesappeare.wife men put on their doakes: 
lll^the winter is at hand } ''-mi -*i 

■■ mm : ^y 



When greatleaues fall. 

When the futine lets,who doth not Icoke for night? 

Vni imely ftormes,make men expcft a dearth : 

All may be well,: but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then we deferue or I expe A. 

1 T ru^lie the foules of men are fu‘l oi*0read : 

Yee cannot almoftrcafon with a man 

That lockes not heauily,and full ot fcare. 

3 Before the times ofetiange, (hll i t isfo t 
By a diuine inftintt mens mindes mrftrult 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe wcfec. ! 

Thewatersfwcllbeforcaboiftrousftornie: it 

But leauc it all to God : whither aWay; 

2 We arc fent for to the Iuftice. 

3 And fo was 1 , 11 c beare you company. Exeunt, i 

Enter Cardinal/ dutches of T ork§',Qttee.yoHHg T orke. 

Car. Laft night I hearc they lay at Northhatnptonj ; .? 
At ftoniflratford will they be to night, f 

T o moirow or next day, they will be here. 

Tint. I long with all m/heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growen lince laft 1 faw him. 

Q». But I liearenothcy fay my fonneof Yorke 
Hath almoft ouertanc hmvin hirgtowth. 

Tor. Imothcr,butIvyouldnothaueitfo. 

D t*t. Why my yongCozeidt is good to growe. 

Tor. Grandam,one night as we dul fit at fupper, 1 
My vnckle Riu,er$ t.ilkt how fdid'grcAy. 

More then foyBr6tlWr.I quoih ihy’Vnck'e Glocefter, 
Small herbes haiie grace, great weedes grow apace, 
Andfinccmc thinkcsl would not grow fofaft: 
Bccaufefvvecteflowers areflowe,aUd weedes makchafte. 

Due. Good-faith/^ood faitb, the faying did not hold. 

In hinuhat cidobie&the fame to thfcfc: ‘ • ' 

lie was the wretchedft thing w hen he was young, " ■ 
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c in no- a aro.vin^anctfo - 

Tlnfifthis were a true vulejie Ihoule be gracious. 

Car. Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Bat 1 hope fo too, but yet jet mothers doubt. 

TV ’ Now b/my troth ifl had beene remembred, 

IcouldhauegiuenmyYncklcsgraceaflout, mine. 

That fhould haue necrcr toucht hts growth then he did 
Dot. How my pretie Yoikell pray thee let me heaie it. 

Tor ', Marrie they fay that my Vnckle grew fo fait. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two hourcs old: 

Twas full twoyeares ere I could geta tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a pretie iclt. 

Dot. I pray thee pretie Yorke who told tnee 10. 

Tor. Granam his nurfe. 

Dot. Why ftife was dead ere thou wert borne,,. 

Tor. Iftwere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

Q». A perilous boy , go to,you are too fhrewd. _ 

C 7 r. Good Madame be not angrie wtth-the child. 

Qa. Pitchers haue eares. 

Car , Here comes your fonne,Lo: Marques Hotter. 
Whatnewes Lo: Marques? Tmcr Dorjit. 

Dor, Such newes my Lord, as greeues me to ynroldc. 

Q u. How fares the Prince; 

Dor. Well Madame, and inhealth* 

Dm, Whatis the newes then? ’ 

Dor , Lo.Riuers and Lo:Gray,arc fent to Pom fret. 

With them, Sir Thomas V au°han,prifoners. 

Dot. Who hath committed them; 

Dor. The mightie Dukes,Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? . 

Dor, . The fumme of all I can,I haiie dilclofcde 
Why ,or\vhat thefc nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowu e to me my gracious Lady. 

Q «. Ay nice, I fee the downefall of our houfej 
The tyget now hath ceazd the gentle hinder 
Intuiting tyranny begins to ict, 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefte throane: 

Welcome deftru&ion, death and Maftacre, ^ 
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• -The T ragedieJP 

J fee as in a roappe the end of all. 

Dm. Accuri'cd and vnquiet wrangling dales. 

How many of you haue mine eies beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crowne. 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepc their gaine and lode, 

And being feated, and domellike broiies 
Cleane ouerblowne, themfelues the concjuerours. 

Make wane vpon themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Selfe againft (elfe, O prepofterous 
And ftantike outrage, ende thy damned fplecne. 

Or let me die to lookc on death no more. 

Q«, Come, come, my boy, we will to fanftuanc, 

Dut. He go along with you. 

Q*. You haue no caufc. 

Car, My gracious Ladic go, 

And thither bcarc your treafure and your goods, 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace, 

The feale I keepe, and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you and all of yours : 

Come,Ilc conduit you to the fauAuarie. F.xmt, 

the Trumpets found. Enter yong Prince, the Dukes ofGh- 
cefler,and Buckingham, Cardinall,&c. (ber. 

Sue. Welcome fwcete Prince to London to your chain- 
G lo. Welcome deare Cofcn my thoughts foueraigne, 
The wearie way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin. No vncle, but our erodes on the way , 

Haue made it tedious ,wearitbme,and heauics 
I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Gla. Sweete Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeere*, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdidinguifhof a man, 

Then of his outward fhc.v, which God he knowes, 
Scldome or neucriumpcth with the heart: 

Thofc Vncles which you want,were dangerous, 

You' Grace attended to their fugred words. 

But lookt not on the poyfon of their hearts : . 

Gt d keepe you from them, and ftom fuch falfe fnc 






e place, 
deferred if. 



O- - 

, God keepe me ft om falie friends.but they were none, 
Jr jviv Lord.tbe Maior ofLondon comes to greete you. 

Enter Ecrd Mator . i dftH. 

r u,Qo d blede your grace, with health and happy daies. 

prin. I thanke you good my L. and thankeyou all: 

I thought m j motherland my brother Yof ke 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: > 

Fie, what a dug is Haftmgs,tHat he comes not _ • • 

p 0 tel! vs whether they will coftie or no. (Enter L. 

Truck; Andingood time, here comes the fwcating Lord. 
Pri. Welcome my Lord: what will our mother come? 

Ha (I. On what occadon,God heknowes.notl:. 

The Queene your mother .and your brother Yorke a isr-f 

Haue taken fanduarie: The tender Prince : ^ 

Would fame haue comeivvith me, to meete your Grace* YT 
But by his mother was perforce withheld, on 

Buc. Fie.what an indireAandipecuifbdoiiffiD Jt 1"G 

Is this ofhprs? Lo. Cardin all, will yourgr 
Perfwade the Quecac to fend the Di' 1 "- 
Vnto His princely brother pi efcntly? 

Iflhedenic,Lo. Ballings go with him, 

And from her lealous armes pluclcehim perforce. *w, a 
Car. My Lp: ofBuekingham, if my weakedram™ 

Can ftom his mother winne the Dukcof Yorl 
Anon expeel him here : but it the be obdurat 
To milde ent; eatics.God in heauen forbid 
We fliould infringe the holy prntil.cdge 
Of blefTcd fan£luarie,not fofcull this landj 
Would I beguiltie of fo deepe afinne. 

'Buc. You are too fencekOjC.obftioate 
Too ceremonious and. traditional!: 

Weigh it but with rhe grodenede 
Y ou breake not l'anftua tie ihifcaz mg 
The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 
To thofc whole dealings haue deferued 
And thofc who haue die wit to claiinc ;hi 
This Prince hath nenher claiimed k,non 
And therefore in mine opinion, cannot iiauc it. 






i'c 



ase» 



Tiicn takinghim from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there: 

Oft haue I heard of fanttuarie men, 

Butiaftftoarie children neuer til! now. 

Car. My Lo: you fhall ouerrulc my minde for once; 
Come on L: Hafbngs,will yon go with me? 

Haft. I go my Lord. 

Pri». GoodLords make all the fpeedy haft you may ; 
Say Y nckle Glo fter.if our brother come, 

Where ftiall we foiourne till our Coronation? 

Glo. Where it feemes beft vnto your royall felfe: • r 
If I may cduticellyou,(bme day pr two, 

Your highneSclhall repofe you at the tower: 

Then where youpleafe, and fha’.be thought moft fit, 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Pri». I do not like the tower ofany place : 

Did Iulius Gifar build that place my Lord?- 

Bhc. He did.rny gratious L: begin that place. 
Which finer fucceeding ages haue reedtfied. 

Prim. Is it vponrccordjorelfe reported 
Succeftiuely from age to age he built it? 

Bhc. Vpon record my gratious Lo: 

Prim, :But(aytny Lo: it>werenotregiftrcd, 

Me thinkes the tmtb liiould liuc from age to i 
As twe re retxulde to all pofterity, • > 

Euen to the genctaU ending day. 
a. Glo. So wife,foyopng,theyfay,doneuei liuc long 
** Prim. What lay §bu Vrickle# . : k •. 

Glo. I fay without charaftersfameliues tongt 
Thus like the formal! vice lniquitie , 

Imorallize two meaningsin one word. ■ 

, Pri, That Iulius Gaefarwasufatnous man, >' 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

Hiswitfet do.wneto make hisvalureliue: 

Death nukes noconqueft of his conquer our. 

For now he liues in fame , though not in life: 
lie tell you what ray C oufen Buckingham. 

Bhc. What my gratiousLord? 
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priH. And ifl liuc VOtill I bea man, : 

Ti c win our auncient right in Franceagaine, 

dieafouldieras I liude a King. • , 

ff/o.Short fummers lightly haue afo wardfpring. 

Enter young YoikgiHafiwgs iCttrdwall, i! m'L 

Buc. Now in good time here comes the DukeofYorktf. 
Pri, llich. of Yorke,hoiw fares our louing brother? .rpH 
y,r. Well my dread Lo: fo muft I cail you now. jju2 

pri, I brother (o our griefe as icis yours: 
foo late he died that might liauekcpt thattitle,. 

Which by his death hath loft much maiefty. 

Glo. How fares out Coufen noble L. of Yorkc? . : m oT 
Tor, I thankeypu gentle Vnekle. Omy Lo,:lW 
Youfaid that Idle weeds are faft ingrowth: • , ! v‘ >\ .wsW 
The Prince my brother hath outgrown me farre. 1 f 
Glo. He hath my Lol.j ■■ - t v !v; 



Glo, Oh my .fake Cqufcij,! muft not fay lo. ) vML 

Tor, Then he is more beholding to youthen 1. • «'i 

Gh. He may command me as my foueraigne, 
ButyouhauepOweriritoeafein akinfmat* :: ;b w 
Tor. I pray you Vnekle giuemethis dagger, s: . ; r 
Glo. My dagge r lift«€owen,vyjthall my hcaic.- > ? , ■ ■ . . 

Pri. A begger brother; . \ ' - w .a 

Tor. Ofmy kinde Vftckle that Iknow will giue, 

And being but a toy, which is no greefc togiue. 

Glo. A greater gift theijthatjlle giue my Gofch. : il,„i . ' 
Tor, A greater °ift,0 thats the fword to if. 

Glo. I gentle Oofen>vvete ( it light enough. : 1 
Tor. O tha I fee ypu veil part but with light 
^ In weightier I lungs youlc fay a begger nay. 

Glo. 'It- is too waightie for your grace to wearc. 

Tor . I weigh it lightly were it heauier.,;: 

Glo. Wlrat would y ouliaue my weapon litle Lord; 

Tor. I would that 1 mightthankc you yciu call me. " ' 
Glo. How? Tor. Litle. . 

Tri. My Lo: of Yctkc will ftill be crpfic in talkc: 

.Vucklc your grace knowxshovYfofcearewnhhimGbi , R- 
~ • ‘ f 2 ' Tor, 




Ter. You meane to beare me, not to beare with me; 

Vncklc.ray brother mockesloth you and me, 

Becaufe that I am Iitle like an ape, 

He thinkes that you fhouldbeare me on y out fhoulders. 

Buc. With what a rtiarpe prouided wit he rcafons 
To mittigate the fcorne he giucs his Vncklei 
Heprctely and aptly taunts himfelfe, 

So cunning.and fo young is wonderful!: 

Glo. My Lo: wilt p!eateyoupafle along, 

My felfe and my good Goufcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother to entreateof her, 

To meete you at the Tower, and wclcc me you. 

Tor. What will you govnto the tower my Lo? 

Prin. My Lo: protestor will haUC it fo. 

Ter. I lhall noefleepc in quiet at the tower. 

Glo. Why, what Ihould you fearei 
Tor. Mary my V nckle Clarence angry ghofts 
My Granam tolde me he was murdredthere. 

Prin - 1 feare no Vnckles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liuc, l hope, 

* Prin . And if they liueT hope I need no r fear c. 

Butcomemy JLiwithaheaui^hfeatt « ; / a : t 

Thinking on them,golvnto the tower. j- 

Exeunt PrtnX or. fiajl. D orf.manet^RtchiEuc, 
Bud Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating L otke ? . 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To.taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? ■ 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt,Ohtis ap'snllouvboy, 

Bold, quicke.ingenious.forwaid, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe, 

Enc. Well let them reft: Come hither Cattsby, 

Th ou art fwornc as d'eepely to cflfc£i what w eintenci; 
As clofely to conceate whatwfc impart, 

Thou krtoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way: 
What thinkeftthou* is it not an eafie matter 
To make William Lo: Haftings ofour minde* 

For the inftaleroent of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royal! of this faxuoUs ile? 
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cmef He for his fathers fake fo hues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to oughtugainft him. 

Ruck. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley , what will he i 
CM. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck. Well then no more but this: 

Go -entle Catesbv,and as it were a farre off, 

Sound thou Lo: Haftings, how he ftands affefted 
Vnto our purpofejifhc be willing. 

Encourage him, and lliew himall our rcafons. 

If he be !eaden,icie,co!d vnwilling. 

Be thou fo too : and fo breakc off your talkc, 

And "iue vs notice of his inclination: 

For vve to morrow hold deuided counfels, 

. Wherein thy felfe iha’.t highly beemploicd. 

Glo. Commend me toLo: William,tell him Catesby*, 
His auncient knot of dangerous aduerfaries . 

To morrow are let bloud at P omfret Caltle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this-good newes, 

Giue Miftreffe Shore, one gentle kiffe themore. 

Bhc. Good CatesbyeffeathrsbufinelTefoundly. 

Cat. Mv <W Lo :both,withall the heed 1 may. 

Git. ShaUwc.heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe . e 

Cat. Youlhall mV Lord. , , 

Glo. At Crobsby place there ftall you fmdc vs both. 

Buc. Now my Lo; what i'hallwed o ,ifwepercciue 
William Lo: Haftings will not yeeld to our complots? , 
Gk. Chop off his head man.fomewhat we will 
And looke when I am King claime thou of me 

The Earledome of Hereford, and the moueables 

Whereof the King my brother flood poilcit 
Bhc. lie claimethat promifeat your graces 
Gk And looke to haue it yecldcd with Willing 
Coracletvsfuppebctimes>that after war s 

We may digeft our complots in fome for me. 

Enter awe ffenger t$ Lo: Hafi 

'Mef What ho my Lord* 
ifty?* Who knocks at the 







The Tragedie 

Haft. Whttsaclocke? 

LMtf. Ypon the ftrokc offoure. 

, Ha ft. Cannot thy maiderfieepe the tedibus nights? 
Mcff. Soitfhouldfcemeby that I haue to fay : 

Fird hecommends him to your noble Lordfiiip. 

Hajl. And then. Mcf And then he fends you word, 
He dreamt’to'night the beare had rade his hclme; 
Befides,hc faies there are two councels held. 

And that may be determinedat the orie, 

Which may makeyouand him to re we at the other, * 
Therefore he fends to know yout Lordfhips pleafure .* 

If prefcntly you will take horfe with him, 

And with all Ipeede port into the Noi th , 

To Ihun the danger that bis foule diuines. 

Haft. Go fellow go,returne vnto thy -Lord, 

Bid him not fearethe feparated councels: 

His honour and my felf e arc at the one, » 

And atthcother,is my feruant Catcsby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof I (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tel him his feates aredhalb w,wanting inflancie. 

Andror his dreamesjl wonder he is fo fond, 

T o trull: the mockery of vnquiet (lumbers, 

To fire the boare, before the bcare puifucs vs. 

Were tc incenfc the boare to follow vs, 

A nd make pui fuitc where he did rticanc no chafe? 

Go bid thy maifterrife and come tome, 

And we will both togithertothc tower, 

Where he fhall fee the boare will vfc vskindly. 

Mtf. My gratious Lo: lie tellhim what you fay. Enter 
C at, Many good morrowes to my noble Lo : (C 4t es b' 

Haft. Good morrow Catcsby ,you are early during. 
What newes what «ewes,in this our tottering flare i 
Cat. Iris a reeling world indeed my Lo* 

And I beleeue it will neuer (land vpright, 

Till Richard w care the garland of the Rpalme. 

Haft. How? wcare the garland? doed thou Itieane the 
’C«t, Iniy good Lord. v (arowii^ 
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ou this good newes, . 

aur enemies, 

le mud die at Pomfrct. 



Ere I will (ee the crownc fo foule mifplaftc: 

Butcanft thou guefle that he doth aimeat 
Cat. Vpon my life my Lo:and hopes 
Ypon his party for the gaine thereof. 

And thereupon he fends 
Thatthis fame very day, you 
The kindred of the Queene 
Haft. Indeed I anr no mourner for 
Beciufe they haue bene dill mine enemies 
But that Ilegme my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifiers heires in true dtfeent,. 
god knowes I will not do it to the deatlv 
Gat. God keepe your Lordfhipin that gratious mindc* 
Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a twelUemonth hence. 
That they w ho brought me in my M aiders Iiate, 

I iiue to Took e vpon their tragedie. : 
hell thee Catcsby. Cat, What nay Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

lie fend fomc packing, tharyet thinke not omt. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 
Whenmen are vnprepard,and lookc not for it. 

Haft. OMondrous, mondrous.andfo Mls it out 

With Riucrs, Vaughan.Gray, and " " 

Withfome men elfe,whotbmke themfchicsas (aft ... 

As thousand I, who as thouknowetbare dearf 
Tq Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do^nd 1 haue well doeiued it. 

Enter LorAStanUj.,_ 

What my L: where is your boate-fpeare iwanJ 
Fcare you the-boare and go fo vnprouidca? ^ 

Stan. My La: goodmorrow: good morrow Gatcsoy .. . 
You may icd on: but by the holy roodc. 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. . • _ _ ■ 

Haft. My Lo: I holde ray life as dearc , 

And neuer in mv life I do orotcft. 



Was it more pretious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 

Slav, The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London* 

Were iocuiid,and fuppofde their flares was fore, 

And they indeed had no caufc to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God,l fay, I proue a necdlefle coward : 

But come my Lo: fhall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,heare you not the newes. 

This day thofc men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

•SVrf.They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fomc that haue accufdc them weare their hat,: 

But come my Lo: let vs away . Enter Haft, a P urfiuant. 

Haft. Go you before,! I e follow prefently- 

Haft. Well met Haftingsdjow goes the world with diet? 

Pur. The better that ltp'ieafe your Lo: to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now wc meete: 

Then was I going prifoner to the T ower, 

By the fuggeftion of the'Queenes allies: 

But now 1 telithee (keepe it to thy fclfc) . 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I inbetter ftate then cucr I was. 

Pur, God hold it to your honors good cont ent. 

HaJl.G ramercy Haftingsdiold fpend thou i\ux.;He gtuei 
Pur. God faue your Lordflup. ( him his pur fe . 

Haft. What fir Iohn you are well met, (Enter a Prxft • 
I am beholding to you for your laft daics exercife: 

Come the next fabaoth,and I will content you. He whift 
Enter "Buckingham, (in his east. 
Euc. How now Lo: Chamber lame, what talking with a 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft (priclt» 

Your honour hath no (hriuing workeinhand. 

Haft. Good faith and when 1 met this holy man* 

Thofe men you lalkeofcaroe into mv uiindc: 

What, go you to the towermy Lord? 







\f o 

I do, but long! fhall notftay, t\ § 

lihall returne before your Lord (hip thence. 3 . 

1 fat f it lie enough, for I flay dinnerthere. 

But- And (upper too, although thou knoweft it not: A * a r' 
Come (hall we go along? • Exeunt, 

Enter Sir Richard Rathfegmith the Lera Rtmrs> 

Gray, and Vaughan 
Batl. Comebrihg forth the prifoners. 
j nu. Sir Richard Ratliffc let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt thou behold a fubieft die, a ; 

Fottruth,for duty, and for loyaltie. ! ?b‘ ^ . 

Cray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 

A knot you are of damned bloudfuckcrs* 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudie prifon, 

Fatall and dominious to noble pecres. 

Within the guilty dofurc of thy walls 

Richard thefccond here washackt to death: \r . 

And for more (launder to thy difmall foule, 

We due thee vp our guiltleffe blouds to drinke. 

Cray. Now Margarets curfc is falne vpon our heads : 

For (landing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne: > 
J?i».,Thencurft (he Haftings.thein curft (he Buckingham: 
Then curft ftie Richard. Oh remember God, 
Toheareherpraicrs for them as now 
And for my (ift er,andher princely fo 
Re fatiffied deare God with our itcuc t 
Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft be (pile. 

Rat, Come, co me, difp.atch,thc limit of y out lines .. — ->»- 
Riu. Cooie Gray , come V aughan,let vs 
And take our leaue Vmill we meetc in heai 
Enter the Lords ttCouncel 
Hatl. My Lords, at once the caufe why we ai 
Is to determine of the coronation:: . m i ; 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for chat royall time ? 

It is, and vyants but nomination* 

Riu. To morrow then,I guefle ahappietit 
2ut, who knowes the Lord proteffors sun 
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Mi. Why you my Lo tf methinkesyou fhoiild (boned know 
Bhc. Who I myLo: we know each offers faces : (his mind 
But for our hai ts,he know«$ no more of mine, 

Thcniof yours: nor I no more of his, then yoti of mine- 
LorHaftings,)iou^r<f'hearenedi-eioloue. . a 

Haft. 1 thankoilis Grace,! know he loucs me well: 

But for his purpofe in the coronations’ 

] haue not founded him, nor he dcliuerd 
His Graces pleafure any way therein: fsr-ru- l.T 

But you my noble Lot rnay namerhe time, o - \ n : . 
And in the Dokeshehalfe,Ile giue rny voice, ' 

Which I prefume lie will take in gentle part. 

Btft). .Now in good time here comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Glo. My noble L. and Gofeas all, good morrow, (£»,G/«. 
I haue bene long afleeper,but now I hope 
My abfencc doth negleffmo great defignes, i3 ; 

Which by my pretence might haue bene concluded. 

Bhc. Had not yon come Vpon your kew my Lo: 
William L.Haflings had now pronounft youi part: 

1 meane yourivoice for crowning ofthe King: " 

Glo, ThenmyL. HafBngsno man might be bolder, 
His Lordfhip knowes me well, and loucs me well. 

Haft. I tharike your Grace. 

Glo. MyLofElie,. Bifk.. My pot - 
€lo. When I was loft in Holborne, • 

I faw good ftrawbemes in your garden there, 

I dobcfeechiyoufend for fonie of them, 

B'fti. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofen Buckingham,a word wkhyou: 

Catcsby hath founded (Sailings in our bufinefle. 

And findcsrhe.tefty Gentleman fc hot. 

As he will loofe his head ere giue content, ' - . 

His Maifters fonneas worfhipfullhc termesk. 

Shall loofe theroyalty ofEngiandsthroane. 

Bhc. Withdraw you hence my L. lle follow you. Ex.Gl, 
Dar t We haampt yet fet downethis day of tiiaiipb, 
To moirowaiminc opinion is too foone; : f / £ 
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of Richard (he tMrd. 

- .Ttnyfelfeam notfo wellprouided* Enttr fft.^ 

a°< Jf Jwould be,werethfl day prolonged. 

A s ,mL„. is mv L.protbaor.I hiuefentfpr thefeftrawbe- 
5‘ His Grace loolLchectfully and fmooth today, (rtef. 
Seresfome conceit or other likes him iwell. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fitch a fpint. 

Trhinke there is ncuer a maninchriftendome, 

That can lefTcr hide his loue ornate then he: 

L by his face ftraight (hall you know- his heart. 

D*r, What of his heart percciue you m his face, * ‘ j ' 

M^that with no man here he is offended, 

Glo. I pray voual!,what do they defense. 

That do confpire my death with diuelHfh plots. 

Of damned witchcraft,and that haue preuand, 

Vpon my bodic with their hcllifh charmcs » 

Hath The tender loud beare ydur grace my Lo t 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence. 

To dooroe the offenders whatfoeuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue defer ucd death. ' 

Glo. Then be your eies the witnefle or this ill. 

See how 1 am be witcht, behold mine arthc 

Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. . '' 

This is that Edwards wife i that monftreus witch, ,i! ; - 

Conforted withthat harlot fttumper Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thushaue marked me. 

Haft. Iftbey haue done this thing my gratious Lo t 

Glo * If 5 thou protestor of this damned fttumpet* 

T elft thou me of iffes J thou art a traitor. . in A >1 - ftft 

Off with his head.Now by Saint Piute, • • 

I will not dine to day I Iweare, -'"ftl"' 

VntillIfeethefamc,fomefceit done: 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exttnsl,m<m$ 
Ha. Wo wo for England, ndl a wbit fortcc: CawitMa* 
For I too fond might naue preumted this: 

Stanley did dreanie thrboai $ din race hi* helme, 

G a W 
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But I difdaind it, anddid fcornc to flic. 

Three times to day,my footeclothhorfe did ftumble* 

And ftartled when he lookt vpon the tower. 

As loth to hearc me to the flaughtcrhoufe. 

Oh, now I wan: the Pritft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twerc triumphing at mine enemies : 

How they at Pomfret bloudily were butcherd, 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret mow thy hcauie curie, 

Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpitch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner-: 
Make a fhor t fhrift,hc longs to fee your head. 

Haft. Q momentary ftatc of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of heauenj 
Who buildes his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liucs like a drunken faylcr on a mart, 

Rcadic with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leadc me to the blocke,beare him my head, 

They fmilc at me,that fhortly lhalbc dead. Exeunt . 

Enter Duke of Gloftcr and Buckingham in armor. 

Glo. Come Cofcn.canft thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murthcr thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou, wert diflraught and mad with terror. . 

Bhc. Tutfcarcnotmc. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Spcake,and looke backe,and prie on euery fide: 
Intending deepe fu(pition,gaflly lookes 
Are at my feruice lice inforccd fmilc s. 

And both are ready in their offices 
Tograccmyftratagems. Enter Main* 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Bmc. Let me alone to entertaine him . Lo; Mai. 

Glo* Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Mtu* The reafonwc have fentfor you. 

■ §h* Gatcsby oucrlookc the will** 
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Back, Harke,t hcare a drumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here ar e enemies. 

Bne, God and our innocencie defend vs. Enter Catesby 

Glo. 0,0, be quiet,it is Catesby. with Haft. head. 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 

The daungerous and vnfufpc&ed Haftings. 

Glo. So deare I lou ■ d the man, that I muft weepe: 

1 tooke him for the plaineft harmeleffe man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian, 

LookeyemyLo:Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foule recorded. 

The hiftory of all her fccret thoughts : 

So fmpotlic lie daubd his vice with fliew of vertue, 

Thachis apparant open guilt omitted:^ 

I meane his couerfation with Shores wife,} 

He laid from all attainder offufpett. (traitor 

Buck, Well well, he wasthecouertft ftieltrcd 
That cuer liu’d ,wold you haue imagined. 

Or altnoft bclecue, wertnot by great preferuatio. 

We liue to tell it you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the councell houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloccfter. 

Maior. What, had he fo! 

Glo. W hat thinkc you we are Turks or Infidels* - 
Or that we would againft the forme of lawc. 

Proceed thus rafhly to the villaioes death. 

But that the extreamc perill of the cafe, 

The peace of Fngland, and our perfons fafety 
Inforft vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now faire befal you,he deferued his death, 

And you my good Lo :both,haue well proccede d • 

To warne falfc traitours from the like attempts: 

1 neuer lookt for belter at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftrcflc Shore. 

DahYct had not we determined he fhould di* 

Vntill your Lordfhip came to Ccc his death. 

Which now the longing haftcof thefe out friends 
Somewhat againft out morning haue prcucntcd* 

O J 
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Becaufc my Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpeakc,and timeroufly confelTe 
The maner,and thepurpofe of his treafon, 

That you might well haue fignified the fame 
Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 
Mifconfter vs in him,and wayle his death. 

Utfa. But my good Lord, your graces wordlhallferuc 
As well as I had feene or heard him fpeakc. 

And doubt you not, right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious cir izens. 

With all your iuft pi occedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we willat your Lorofhip here, 
Toauoide the carping cenfures oft he world. 

Bttc, But fince you come too late of our intents, 

Yet witnefTe what we did intend, and fomy Lord adue. 

Glo. After, after,cofen Buckingham. Exit Mam 

TheMaior towards Guildhall hies him in all poft. 
There at your meetft aduantage of the time, 

Inferre the baftardy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Cittizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crownc, meaning (indeed) his houfe, 
Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreouer,vrge nis hateful! iuxurie, 

And bcftiall appetite in change of luff, 

Which ftretchcdto their feruants, daughters, wiues, 
Euen where his luft full eye, or fauage heart 
Without controll lifted to make his prey: 

Nay for a neede thus farre,come necre my pci fon. 

Tell thctn,when that my mother went with childe 
Of that vnfatiate Edward, noble Y orke, 

My princely father then had warresin France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the ifliie was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Being nothing like the nobleDuke my father: 
Buttouchchisfparingly asit werefarre off, 

Bccaufc you know, my Lord,my mother lis€? 6 
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Bite. Feare not, my Lord,Ucplay the Orator, 
fa jfthe golden fee for which I pleadc 
Were for my felfc. 

Gla. If you thrine wel), bring them to baynards Gaftfc, 
v/hereyou fhall finde me well accompanied, 

With reuerend fathersand well learned Bifhops. 

B»c. About three or fourc aclocke looke to heare 
What newes Guildhall affordeth,and fo my Lord farewell. 

Glo. Now will I in to take fome priuie order. Exit £uc. 
To draw the brats of Clarence out offight, 

And to giue notice .that no maner of perfon 

At any time haue recourfc vnto the Princes. Ex<t. 

Enter a Scrtuener mtb a paper in bis hand . 

This is the indi&ment of the good Lord.Haftings,_ 

Which in a fet hand fairely is engrofft, - 
That it may<be this day readouerinPauleS: 

And marke how well the fequell hangs togither, 

Fleuen houres.I fpent to write itouer. 

For yefternight by Catesby was it.brought me, 

Theprefident was full aslongadooing, 

And yet within thefe fiuehouresliuedLord Haftings, 

Vntaynted,vncxamined,free, at liberty: 

Hercs a good world the while. Why whoes fo groffc 
That fees not this.palpable dcuice? 

Yet whofe fo blinde but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to naught, • 

When fuch bad dealing muft be fene in thoughr. Exit. 

Enter Glofter at one dare, Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How now ray Lord,what fay the Citizens? . 

'Bhc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme,and fpeake not a word. 

Glo. Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards children? 

'Bhc. I did, with the infatiate greedineffe ofhis defircs, . 
His tyranny for trifl es, his owne baftardy^ , , 

As being got, your fatherthen inFrancc: 

Withall l did inferre your lienaracnts., 

Beingthe right Idea ofyouc father. 

Bosh in your forme and nobUncfl? of . 

ILaid 




fcaid open all your vittories in S cotland : 

Your difcipline in war,wifedome in peace : 

Your bounty ,vertue,faire humilitie: 

Indeedeleft nothing fittingfor the purpofc 
Vntoucht,or flcightlv handled in difeourfe: 

And when mine oratorie grew to an end, 

1 bid them that didloue their countries good, 

Crie.God faue Richard, Englands royal 1 King. 

Gig, A, and did they fo ? 

Hue, Nofo Godhclpeme,' 

But like dnmbeftatues or breathing Ropes, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw,I reprehended them, 

And askt the Maior what meant this wilfull filence# 

His anfwcrc was,the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to,but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfelfe: 

When he had done, fome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall.hurld vp their caps, 

And fome ten voices cried,God faue King Richard. 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 

This gcnerall applaufcand louing fhoute. 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard: 

And fo brake offand came away, 

Glo. What tonglcffc blocks were they ,would they not, 
Hue. No by rcy troth my Lo : (fpeake! 

Glo , Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 

A** GU, The Maior ishere at lr'nd,andVntend fome fearc. 
Be not fpoken withall.but with mightie fute: 

And lookeyouget a prater bookein your hand, 

And Rand betwixt two churchmen good my Lo: 

For on that ground He build a holy defcant: 

Be not cafic wonne to cur requeR: 

Play the maides part, fay no, but take it. 

Glo, Feare not roe ,if thou canR plcade at well for the*, 
A* I can fay nay to tbc$,for my felfir, ^ 
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of Richard the third. 

Mo doubt weelebring it to a hippie iffue. . 

<Sne ,You fhal fee what I can do,get you vp to the leads.^A*. 
Now iny Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Cates fa, 
Here comes his feruantu how now Catesby wbat fates hc| 
fitef My Lord, he doth intreatc your grace 
To vifit him to morrow' or next day, 

He is within with two right rcuei end fathers, 4 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no wor ldly fu;c would he be mou’d, 
fo draw him from his holy cxercife. 

Buc. Returne good Catesby to thy Ltfrd againe, 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Gttizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters ofgreat mcmenr, 

Ho Icfle importing then our generall good, . 

Ate come to haue fome conferee® with his grace. 

Gatef. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. . Sxst, 

Sue, A ha my Lord,this prince is not an Edward? 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees atmeditaiion : 

Not daiying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not fleeping to ingrofle his idle body, . ^ r 

But praying to inrich his watchfull (oulc. 

Happic were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntic thereon, 

Butfure I feare we lhal 1 ncuer winne him to it. 

■Mai, Marry God forbid’his grace fhould fay vs nay» 

Bhc. Ifcare he will, how new Catesby, SnuCatef, 

Whit flics your Lord ? . , 

Cttefl My L,hc wondcrifo whatend^you haue slicniblcQ 
Suchtioupes.of Citizens to fpeake withhim. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord jie feare* you meanc no good to bShh 
Buc. Sotic {tammy noble .Cpfenfbould 
Sufpcft me that 1 mcancodgot^to-hini. uw - J-d-h ■ ' ' 

By heauan I cpmempcrfe& loue to han, 1 

Andfo onceknore returneandtcil fiis grace: £ttit catftfa' 

Wh<a 
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"When holie and deuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence, 

So fyveet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rrcb.witb mo Bifoopj aloft. 

(Jlfaior. See where he ftands betweene two clergie 
Buck: Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince, 

To ftay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Famous P)antagenet,moft gratious Prince, 

Lend fauourable care > to iny requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion andtighr Chriftian zeals. 

Glo. My Lord,! here needs no fuch apologia, 

I rather dobefeech you pardon me, 

Who eariitft in the ferutce of my God, 

Negleft the/ifitationofmy friends. 

But Jeauing tnis.whatisyour graces pleafurc? 

Buc. Euen that I hope which plcafeth God abcue, 
And all good men of this vngouerned lie. 

Glo. 1 do fufpett I haue don ; fome offence. 

That feemes difgradoosin the Cities eics. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Buc. Youhaue tny Lord, would it pleafe your grace 
Atour entreaties to amend that fatiic. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

'Buc. Then know it isyour fault that you refigne,. 

The fupreame feat, the throne ma.efficall, 

The feeptred office ofyour aunccftors. 

The lineal! glorie ofyour toyall houfc. 

To the corruption of a bletnifhtftocko: 

Whileftin the mildncfle of you fleepiothoughts, . 

Which here we waken to our countries good,' ;! 

This noble Ikdoth want her proper limbes, 

Her face dcfac’t with ftars ofinfamie, 

And almoft fhouldred ln the fwallovving gulph, , 

Of blind forgctfulncflc and darke obliuion, 

Which to rccure we hartily folicic, I. — ' 

Your gracious fclfc to take on yon the fouctaignhc thereof* 
Not$i Protcft or ft* ward fubflittue, ^ 
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n c lowlie f^or for another* garnet 
Rut as fuccefTiuely from bloud to bloud, 

Yr>ur ri»ht of birth, vour Empette.your owns? 

For thi^conforted with the Citizens 
Yo Ur very worfhipfutt arid louing friends* 

A ndby their vehement inftigation, 

Tn this mft futccomc 1 to mooue your grace, 

1 Glo, I know not whether to depart m f lienee, 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe. 

Bed fitteth my degree or your condition: 

Yourloue defcrucs my thankes,but my deleft 
Vnmentable fhunhes your high requett, 

F.rftifall obftacles were cutaway, 

And that my path were euen to the crowae* 

As my right reuenew and dew by birrh, 

Yctfo much is my pouertyof fpirit, 

, So tr-htie and il many my defers. 

As 1 1 1 rather hide me from my greatneile, 

BeUr g a Barkc to brooke no might je lea, 

Then in iny greatnefTe couec to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory father* 

Bat n vA be thanked " a »® cd °j me * 

And much I need to hel pc you -f need were. 

The royail tree hath left vs toyall f utc, 

Thich mellowed by the dealing houres of i me. 
Will well become the fcatc ofmaicltie. 

And maKenoldoubt vshappieby Ins raigne, 

On him I lay what you would lay qnme; 

The right and fortune of bis haopieftars. 

Which God defend that I fhuld wring from bust. 
Buc, My lord .this argue s cofacnce in your grace* 
Buc the refpeas thereof arc nice and trtuuU* 

All circuroftances well confidered: 

You fay, that Edward is your brothersfonn®. 

So fay vve toOjbut not by Edwards wife. 

For fir ft he was contract toLady E»(y, 

Your mother hues a witnefle to that VOWCi 
Arid afterward by fubftitutc betrothed 

si «i 
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To Bona filler to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, ’ 

A beauty- warning and diftrefled widow, 

Euen in the afternoone of her belt daies 
Made prife and purchafe of his luflfull eye, 

Seduc’t the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 

T o bafe declenfion and loathd bigamies 
By her in his vnlawfull bed he got* 

This Edward whom our maners terme the prince 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerencc to fomc aliue 
I giue a fparing limit to my tongue: 

Thengoodray Lord, take to your royallfelfe, " 

This proffered benefit of dignitie : 

If not to blcflc vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw out your roy all ftocke. 

From the corruption of abufing time, 

.Vnto a lineal! true defined c'ourfe. 

Mat. Do good my Lord,your Cittizens entreat yoU, 
Cates. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawful! fute • 
Glo. Alas,why would you heape thof<- cares on m f e : 

3 am vnfit for Rate and dignitie, 

I do befeech you take it not araifle, 

I cannot, nor I will notyeeld to you. 

Buc, If y«tt refufe it asi n loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the chifd your brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tcnderncfTe ofheart. 

And gentle kinde effeminate remorfe, 

Which wchaue noted in you toyourldn. 

And egallie indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no. 

Your brothers fonne fhall neuer raigneourking. 

But we will plant fbme other in the throanc. 

To the difgrace and downfall of your houfe: 

And in this refolution here we lcaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds ile intreat no more. 

GU, O do not fwcare my Lord of Buckingham. 
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Catef. Call them againe.-my lord>and: accept theirfutfl *! .1 
Ano. Do, good my lord.leaft all the land do rew it. 

Glo. Would you inforce me to a wo rid of care: 

Well, call them agauie,I ain not made of floncs, 
gut penetrable to your kinde intreates, 

Albeit againft myconfcience andmyfoule. 

Cofen ofBuckingham.and you Cage grauc men. 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To beare her burthen whether I willor no, 

] mud liaue patience to indure the lode , 1 u 
Butifblacke fcandale orfoule-fac’t reproach 
Attend the fcquell ofyour irapofition, 

Yout, metre infotcemcnt (hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaincs thereof, 

For God heknowcs.andyou may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

Mat. God bleflTe your grace, we fee it,and will fay st. 

Glo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 

'Bite, Then Tfalute you with this kingly title : 

Longliue Richard, Englands royali king. 

Mai. Amen. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d. c • 

Gk. Euen when you will,fince you will haue it fo. 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

Glo. Come,let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good cofen ,farwcll gentle friends. 

Enter Queene mother ,Duche fie of Tor kt, Marques 'Dorfit, aS 
one doore^DuchtfJe of Glower at another doore. 

Du. Who meets vs heerc.my neecePlantagcnct? 

Q». Sifter well met,whether away fo fall i 
Du. No farther then the Tower, and as I guefle *f 
V pon the like deuotion as your felues, 

Togratulatc the tender Princes there. • 

Q«. Kind filler thanks, weeleenter all togither,- Etrttr 
And in good time here the Liuetenant conics. Lieutenant. 
M.Licutenant,pray you by your lcaue. 

How fares the Prince? 

WcUMadanj > andinheaSth,butby yout lcaue, 

H}, ? 




le 

I may fufFer youto viHt him, 

The king hath ftrabhtlie charged the<fon«arie, 

Q». Thekingf wnie,whofe that ? 

Luu. lcrie you mercicilmeane the Lord proteftor, 

£ht. The Lord prote& him from that Kinglie title; 

Hath he fet bounds betwixt their loue and me: 

I am their mother,whpJlroii!d keepe me from them? 

I am their father, Mother, and will fee them. 

Bueh. Glo. Their aunt I am in law, in loue their mother: 
Then fcare not thcu-lle bcate thy blame. 

And take thy office from thee on my peril!. 

Lten. 'l doobefeech your graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath,l may not do it. Enter .E-Stanbe, 

State. Let me but meete you Ladies an houre hence. 

And lie falutey our grace of Yorke,as Mother: 

And rcucrent looker oniof twofaire Queen es. 

Come Madam,y ou muff go with me to Weftm inner, 
There to be crowned Richards royali Quecne, 

J2». O cut mydace in funder,thar ray pent heart 
M ay hauc fomc fcopc tt* beats, or clfe found, 

With tbs dead killing newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfprt,how faresyour grace? 

£1*. O Dotfct ,fpcake not to me v gct thee hence, 

Death and deftmftion dogge thee at the h celts. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt outftripdeatHjgbcrolle the fcas, 

Andliue with Richmond jfrbm the reach of hell. 

Go hie thccdue thee, from this flau|hter houfc. 

Lead thou incrcafc the number ot ine dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets cut ffc, 
f»[ormothcr,Wife, nor Englands counted Queenc* 

St 4 *. Full of wife cw is this your couafeli Madam* 
Take all thefwift aduamiigeofthe time, 

You Hull hauc letters from me to mv fonne, 

Tomcete you on the way^and welcome you, 
Bcnottakentatdie.byvnvyifedelay, i ; ovc ir 
Dneb.Yer. O ill dlfpcrfing vvmdc of BllfetlCj 

O my accwfed worabcithc bed «f death, ACcCt* 
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of Richard the third. 

A Cocatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, ' ■ 

Whofc vnauoided eie is murtherous. 1 

Stan. Come Madam,I mall hafte was fent. 

<X>ucb. And 1 in all vnwillingnefle will go, 

I would to God that the inclufiue verge. 

Of "olden mettall that maftroundmy browe, 

Were red hottc fteelc to fcare me to the braine, 

Annointed let me be with deadly poifon. 

And die ; cre men can fay, God faue theQueene. 

On. Alas poore foule,lcnuie not the gloriej 
Tofeedc my burner .wifh thy felfc no harme. 

Dttcb.Glo. No, when h e that is my husband now, 

Game to me as 1 followed Henries courfe. 

When fcarce the bioud was well waffit from his hands. 

Which iflued from my other angel husband . 

And that dead faint, which then,I weeping followed, 
O.vvhenI fay,l lookton Richardsface, , - ■ i 

This was my wifli,bc thou quoth 1 accurft. 

For making 'me fo voungifo olde a widow. 

And when thou wedft,let forrow haunt thy bed, . 

And be thy wife,if any be fo.maddc, '1 
As miferable by the death of thee, 1 i: . 

As thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death:, - 
Loe,cuen I can rcpcafe this curfc againe, ^ 

Eucn in fo ffiort afpacc, my womans heart*. 

Croflelie grew captiue to his honic words. 

And prou’d the fubiefies of my owncfouleicurfe,* , 

Which euerfince hath kept my^csfroniftccpc, , , 

For neucr yet, one houre in'his bed, 

Hauc I enioyed the golden dewoffleepe. 

But haue bene waked by histwnefous.<lreamc*^. i' t . 

Befides, hc-hatss me for ray fathcrWacyvickc* 

And will fhortly becidofme.- L. .k-b^infoci 

Alas poorc femhe,! pittiethy complaints. if ': * 
^*f6.6/p,Nb niiore then from my fouled mournc for yours. 
J%u. Farewelkthou.wofull wclcomcr of glorse. v. 
Dnch.Glo, Aducpoorc fouleythou takft thy leaueof ite 

Go thouto Richmond^&gootlfottuneguidealiec: 

S® 







Richard, and good Angels garde thee, 

Go thou to fan&uariCjgQod thoughts poffefte thee, 

1 to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie oddc yearcs of forrow hauel feene. 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of tcene, 

The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowded, But ^ing, 
ham, Cates by with other Nobles. 

King. Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giuc me thy hand : Here he afeendeth 

Thus high oy thy aduicc .v the throne , 

And thy afliftance is king Richard feated; 

But (hall we weare thefe honours for a day? 

Or (hall they laft,and wc rcioice in them? 

Sue, Sail liue they, and for for euer may they Lift. 

King Ri. O Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 
Totfieifthou becurrant goldindeed: 

Young Edward lines ? thinke now what I would fay, 
Buc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. W hy buckxngham,I %T would be king, 

Buc, Why fo you arc my. thric e renowmed 1 iege. 
King. Ha : am I king ?;usfa,but Edward; hues. 

Buc, T rue noble P 1 incc'.: 

King. O bitter confcqutnce, 

That Edward ihllihouldliue true noble prince. 

Cofen, thou wertnot wont to be fadull 1 : 

Shall I be plains i I with. the baftardsdead. 

And I would haue itfuddeply performde. 

What faift thoutfpeakc<f«uidcnly bebrecfc. 

Buc. Your grace may. do ydur pleafure. 

King. Tut,tutpthou art all yce,thy kindneUc freefeth, 
Say,haucIthycodfentthat:thcy lhalixlic? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath, (brae little paufc my Lord* 
Bcforelpofitiuclicfpeakchcrcint . V 5;i 
i will refolue your grace immcdiatlic, 

Catejl The Kihglis angrie, fee, he bites the lip. ■ 

King. 1 will conucrfe with iron wlrted fbolcs 
And vnrcfpcftiue botes, none are forme 
J hat iookc imo nie with tonfiderafo' 



a „ „ M, reaching Buckingham 

' °Mv Lord.' ' ' • ' 

fcnoweft thou not any whom comjpttng'goW 
WoU 5 tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death; > 

' Boy My lord, I kflowadifeontentea gentleman, 
whofe humble meanes match not his haughue mind$» 
fioWc were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 
png, .What is bis name? 

So%. Hi» name my Lord,UTirrelJ. 

|>»,GoCall him hither prefently. 

The dee pc reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more Ml be the neighbourto my counfeii. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntude 
And (lops he now for breath? ■ Enter 

Haw now, what nrwes. with you? 

(Darby . M y Lord, I hears the Marqucuc DotfeS 
Ji fled to Richmond, iiuhofe parts beyond the teas whew hi 
abides ’ ' 



Catesby, GuK My Lord, 

Rm, Rumor ir abroad. 

Thar Anne my wife js (ic-ke and like to d if* 

1 will rake orclerfor her keeping dofc: 

• Enquire me out fome meanc borne gentleman. 

Whom 1 will manic £b aight to Clarence daughter,. 

The hoy is f roh (1), and 1 feare not fasti 
iooke how thou dreamft a I fayagaine,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it (lands me much ypon 
To (lop all hopes whole grpwth'Hiay dasna^f 
lmt](lhe married to mY broibevs-daughffr, 

Orclfc my Kingdom? (lands on brittle glaftV* 

Murthfi her brothers, and tben matriehcri 
Vu^ttame way of gai fied ut 1 am in 
ijrte in bioud,that : nti plucke : ou fin, 

J’eare railing pittie dwels no tin this eye, Mntis Tdsn 

hthy nameTirrell, 

Tir, Lunes ’i irVell atsd your moft obedient fubie&i 

-I 




1 Ki»i- n Att thou indeed? 

Tir. Proue me my gracious (oticraigne. 

King. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

7 V. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemi^ 
Kmg. Why there thou haft it two deepc enemies, 

Foes . to my reft, and my fweel fleepes difturbs, 

Arc they that I would haue theedealc vpon: 

Ttrrel,\ meane thofebaftards in the tower. 

Tit. Lctmc haue open meanest© come to them, 

And foone i!c rid you from die feare of them. 

Kin. Thoufingft fvveet mufickc. Cotnc hither TrrrtH, 
Go by that token .rifennd lend thine care, He trhifptri inki 
Tis no more but fo,lay is it done, 

And I will louc thee and prefer thee too. 

Ttr. Tis done my gracious lord. 

King Shill we heare from thee Ttrt el, ere we flecp?<?».5*f; 
Ttr. Ye fhall my Lord. 

Ehc. My lord, l haue confideredm my mind, - % 
The late demaund that you did found me in. 

Kmg. Well, let that pa(fe,Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 
Buc . I heare that ne wes my lord. 

King. S unity he is your wiues fonnes.Wel looke to it, 
Bhc. My lord, I claime your gift,my due by promife, 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledome of Hcrford and the moucablcs. 

The which yourpromifed I fliould poflefle. v. 

King. Stanley looke to your wife ,if flic conuey 
Letters to Richmond you fhall anfwcre it. 

Buc. Whit fates your highnefle to my iuft demand? 
King. As I remember, tienric the fixt 
Did prophecie that Richmond fliould be king. 

When Richmond was a little peeuifti hoy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Bucks My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, I being by , that I fliould kill him. 

Buck. My lord.your promife for the Earledome. 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maiorifl curtcfic (hewed methc Caftlc, ^ 










A nd called it Ruge-mount,at which name 1 Ratted, 
Rccaufe a Bard of Ircland toldc me once 
I ihould not hue long after X faw Richmond. 

Sue, My lord. 

Xing, I.whats a clocked 

•Sue. I am thus bold to put your grace sn mind 

Qfvvhatyoupiomifd me. 

Xing. Well.but whats a clockc? 

Sue. Vpon the ftroke often. 

Xmg. Well, lee it ftnke. 

Buc. Why let it ftrike? 

King. Bccaufe that like a Iacke thou keepeft the ftroke 
Bet.vixt thy begging and my meditation, 

1 am not in the grning vainc to day. 

Sue. Why then refolue me whether you wall or no? 
£/.Tut,tut,thcu troubled me, I am not iothe vain, 
Suck. I s it eucn fo, rewards he my true fcruicc 
With fuch deepe contempt, made 1 him kingfortnis* 
Oletmcthinke on Haflings.and begone 
ToBrccnock while my fearcfull head ison. A* 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deedts done, ^ 
Temoft arch- aft ofpittcousmaflacrc, 

T i ut cuer y et this land wa s guilti e of, ... 

Bi-hton and Forrcft whoml did fubbofnc,. 

To do this ruthlefle peece of butcheric, , ' * 

Alth, ugh they were flefht villains, bloudieciogs. 
Melting with tendernefle and kind compan ion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftotiess 

Lo thus quoth Dightonlaiethofetendcr babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forrcft girdlin^onanojlicr 
Within their innocent alabtafter araics* 

Their lips foure red Rofcs on a ftalke , 

Which in their furnmer be autie kift each other* 

A booke of praters on their pillow laic, • j 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd iriy nundc* 
Bututhediuci: their thevillaitieftopt, 

Whilcft DtghtoiB thus told on wc ftnothered 




Jill 



w 
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terf*. - 

^he’moft repleniflied fwe et .vvqrkeof naf ure. 

That from the prime creation cuer he framed 
Thus both are gone with cnnfcienceand remorfty 
They could not fpcake and fo 1 left them both, 

T o bring this tidings to the bloudic king. Enter Ki. Rick 
And here he comes,all hajie mv foucraigne liege. 

Kmg. Kind Tii tel! amlhappieintbynewes? 

to haue done the thing you giue in chai ge, 

Beget your happinefle, be happis then 
For it is done my Lord, 

King. But didft tho.u fee rhenydead f 
Tir. I did my.Loni 
King. And buried gentle Tirre!li 
Tir. The Chaplaine of the tower hathburied them. 



Meane time but thinkc how ! may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy dtfire. Exit Tim!,' 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence fiauc I pent vp clrfe, 

Hfs daughter meanelic haue I matcht ip marriage, 

Tne Cannes of Ed vardlleepe in Abrahams bolome, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnighr. 

Now for I know the B tUtaine IWlimondaimcs 
At young Elizabcrh,my brothers daughter, 



To her! go a ip!he thriving wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or, bad } that, thou comeft in fo bluntly? 
Catef. Bad newes my Lord,£/y is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with thehardie Welchmen, 

Is in the field.and ftiil hispower increaf th. 

Kmg. Ely with Richmond trpubles me more neara 
Then Buckingham and hisrafh,leuiedarmie: ,• , .. 
Come,l haue heard that feareful! commenting, 

J« leaden fcruitour to dulde'ay, 

Delay leads impotent and fpaile-pafr beggerie, • 

T henfwric expedition be tuy wing, Xouel 



of Richard the third. 

louts Mercuric and Herald fora King t ; i 

Come, mutter men, my counfaile is my fhield, 

\Vemuft be briefe when traitors braue the field. Exewti^ 
Enter Queene Margaret fola. 

So.now profperitie begins to mellow 
And drop in to, the rotten mouth of Death ; 

Here in thefe confines flrlie hat?e I lurkt, 

To watch the warning of mine aduerfaries 
A dire induAionam j witnefle to, 

And will to France, hoping theconfequence 
Will p ooucasbitfctiblackeand tragical!, ; 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes hcre? , ; 
Enter the jQgi.and the,D*chcJfe ofT or kg. 

Q«. Ah my young princes, an my tender babes ! 

My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fweets, 

Ifyet your gentle foulesflie in the ayre ; 

And be not fixt in doome perpetual}, 

Houet about me wilth your aierie-Wings,. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. ; 

Q«. M dr. Houer.about her, fay that rightfor right. 

Hath dinjd your infant morncjtp aged night. / 

Wilrthou,pGod,Biefromfuch.gentlclambes, 
And thro w them irt the intrailesof the wouc 5 
When didft thou fteepp»wjien fuch a deede was done? 

( Su.Mar . When hplie Harry died, and my fweet lonne; - c . 
Ducb. Blind fight, dead life poore mortall huingghoft,,^ 
Woes feeane, worlds fhame.graues dueby life vfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreffpn Englands lavvfull earth, ■ 

Vnlawfullie made diunke with, innocents blood. 

Qw. O that thou wpludft as well affqord agtauc, . [j | 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholic ftate. 

Then would: l hide my bones ,not reft thetobcjiG e.-lsn:-. f 
O who hath any caule.to mourne but 1 ! 

Due. So many miferies hauccr azdmyvoice 
That my woe- wearied tongue ismute and dumhe^. n; i : ' 
Edward Plantagenet.why art thou dead* 

QjWar. If aundent forrow Be moft reueren't, 

Giue mine the benefit eof fignotie, 

i i Am 



m. 
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And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand 
If forrow can admit focictic, 

Tell oueryour woes againebyvewingmine, 

I had an Edward, till a Richard ki’d him: 

I had a Richard, till a Richard ki’d him. 

Thou hadft an Edward,till a Richard ki!d him. 

Thou hadft a Richard,nll a Richard kild him. 

Duck. I had a Richard-too,and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland toe.thou hopft tokillhim. 

QSJtfitr.T hou Hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: 
forth the kehndl of thy wmr.be hath crept, 

A hcl-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That dogge,that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worm lambesiand lap their gentle blond s. 

That foule defacer of Gods handle worke. 

Thy woir.be let loofe,to chafe vsto cur graues, 

O vpright,iuft, and true difpofing God, 

How do 1 thanke thee, that thiscatnallcurre, 

Praies on the iftiie of his mothers bodic. 

And makes her puefcllo w with other s mone. 

*D;sc, O, Harries wife, triumh not in my woes, 

God witnefie withme,l haue wept for thee. 

Q^Ma. Beare with rt'e, I am hungric for rcuenge, 

Andnbw I cloie me With beholding it, 

ThfEd wafd.he is dead .that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead ,to quit my Edward, 

Yong Ybfkc.hc is but boote becaufc both they 
Match not the high petfeftion of my lode : 

Thy Clarence heisdcad'RhatkUd-myEdward, 

And thebiholdeYSofihiS tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Vntimcly fmothred intheirduskie graucs, 

Richard yet hues, lids felacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faiftor to buie foules, 

A nd fend than thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous, and vnpittied end, _ "l /,. 

Earth gapes, Iiettbutnes, hendes roare/aintes prajy, 

To hauchim fuddenly coUUete&way. Caacrfl 
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of Richard the third. 

Canccll his bond oflifc.deareGpd I pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

O thou didft prophetic the time would come. 
That I fhould wilh for thee to helpe me curlle. 

That botteld fpider,that foule hunch-backt toade. 

Q^Mar. 1 cald thee thc»,vaine flpurilh of my fortune, 
I ca!d thee then, poore fhadow.painted Queene, 

The prefentation of,but what 1 was. 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heaued a high, to be hurld downebclowe, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweete babes, 

A dreame of which thouwert abreath,a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifli flagge, 

To be the aime ofeuery dangerous fhit,. 

A Queene in ieaft,one!y to fill the feeane. 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where are thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who-fues to thee,and cries God faue the Queene? 

Where be the bending pcercs that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee# 
Decline all this,and fee what now thou art. 

For happic wife, a moft diftreffed widow, 

Forioyfull mother, one that wailes the name. 

For Queene, a very Cariue crownd with care. 

For one being fued too, one that humblie Cues, 

For one commaundmg aH,obcyed of none. 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath the courfe of mftice wheel’d about, ». 

And left thee but, a very pray to time, 

Hauing no more,but thought of what thou wertj - 
T o torture thee the more, being what thou art, 

ThoH didft vlurpe my place, and doeft thott not, 

Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow. 

Now thy proude necke,beare$ halfe my burthened yok a. 
From which.cuen here, I flip my weatic nccke. 

And leauc the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife, and Queene of fad nufchanc«^ . 
Thcfe Englifh woes,will nwkem^ ImiicmFraac* < . 





(k O tt)pt*wett sfctdm curfes,ftay a while, 

Aim teach me how to cut fc min e enemies, 
Qw.ifcfltt-.Forbearc to ftcepc the nights and faft the dai^ 
Compare dead happinefte wifhliuing woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were 2 
And he that flew them fouler then he is, 

Betting thy lofle makes the bad caufer wot fe 9 
Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine, 

.Thy woes wil make the m fliarp, ,& pierce like mine, 
c Dh, Why fhould calamitie be full of words* 

• Q#. Windie atturnies to your Client woes, 

• Aerie fuccceders of inteflate ioies, 

• Poore breathing Orators of mifei ie$, 

> Let themhaue foope, though what they do impart* 

• Helpe not at all, yet do they eafethe heart. 

‘Due, I f fo,then be not toong- fide > go with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another . 

Aly damnedfejnne, which thy two-fweet fonneslmodierd» 

1 heare his drum,bc copious in exclaimes. 

$n(tr kt”g Richard marching ytuhdrumma 
mATrumpets, 

%£i»g, Who intercepts piy expedition* 

Ditch, A (he, that might haue intercepted thee 
,By ftrangling thee in her accutfed wombe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou h. ft done, 

Qu, Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowtw? 
Where (hould be grauen.ifthat tight were right. 

The (laughter of the Prince that owed that Crowfle, 

And the due death of my two formes, and brothers; 

Tell me thou villaioe flayc, where are my children* 
finch, Thou todijthoutode, where isthy brother Clarence* 
And little Ned Piamagenct.Hts fonne? 

Q», Where is kind aughr»,Graji 

King, Aflourifh rumpet; ftiike alarum drummes, 

Tet not th? heaueqs heare theic tt!- tale women 
iWdc on the ToVtis annointed. f mke 1 fey. 7 it 

Eithr be patiew, and mweae me fturc, /**** 



of Richard the third., 



with the clamorous report of war: 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

I)# Art thou my fonne* 

K ,k I, I thank God, my father and your fclfc, 

•Dh. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch of your condition. 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe, 

Du. 1 will be mild and gentle in ray fpccch. 

Kin. And briefe good mother for 1 am in haft. 

Du. Art thou fo haftie I haue (laid for thee, 

Godknowes in anguifh, paine and agonic. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you* * 
Dtf.Noby the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grecuous burthen was thy byrth to me. 

Techie and wai ward was thy infancic, 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightful, dcfperate,wildc, and furious: 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 

Thy age confirmed, proud, (iibtiI,bloudic,trcchctous, 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

iC/. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie, 

I{ it be fo difgratious in your fight. 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeakc,for I (ball ueucr fee the more, 

Kmg . Come,come,you are too bitter. 

Dh. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thovi turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and cxcrcame age (hall perifti, 

And neper looke vpon thy face againet 
Therefore take with tfice my tnoft hcauic curfe. 

Which in the day of battaile tire thee more 
Then all the coiOplear armor that thou wearlt. 

My praiers oij the aduerfe part ie fight. 

And there the little, foules of Edwards children. 



Whifper the (pints of thine enemies, 

And . piomifethem fucccflc and viftorie, 

"t K 
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Bloudie thou art,bloudie will be thy end', e : n 

Shame ferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. E x i t> 

Qpt, Though far more caufe,yet much leffe fpint to eutfj 
Abidcsin me^l fay Amen to alU 
King. Stay Madam, I muft fpeake a word with you. 

Q*/. I haue no more fonnes of the roy all blond. 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Richai d, 

They fhalbc praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 

And therefore ieuell not to hit their hues. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuousand faire.royall and gracious, 

Qa. And muft fhe die for this? O let her liue J 
And lie corrupt her manners ,ftaine her beautiCj, 

Slander my felfe as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vale ofmtamie, 

So fhe may liue vnskard from bleeding flaughter, 

1 will con telle (he was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, (he is of roy all blcud. 



Qa. Tofaue her 'ifcjile fay lhe isnotfto. • * 

King. Her life is onhe fafeft in her btrth. 

Qu. And onelie in that fafene died her brothers; V 
King. Lo at their births good ftars were oppofite. 

Q». No to their lines badfriendswere contranc. 

Kt»g . Allvnauoidcdis the doomeofdcftmie. 

Q u. T ruc,when auoided grace makes dcftinie. 

My babeswere deftinde to a Fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. (armes 

X,Madam,fo thiiuc I in my dangerous attempt of hoflile 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then euer you or yours w ere by me wrongd. 

Q «. What good is couerd with the face of heauen. 

To be difccuerd that can do megood. 

King. The aduancement ofyour children mightie Lady* 
Qh. Vp to fome fcaffbld, there to loofe their -heads. 

A in. No to the dignitte and height ofhonor, 

The height imperiall tape of this earths glorie. 

Qh. Flatter my forroweswith report ofit, ,1/-. • ■ >- , :1 
T ell me. what ftate,what dignitie,what honoii - 
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fanft thou demife to any child of mine. 

Eucn all 1 haue^yea and my fclfc and all. 

Will I withal! endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angric foule. 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrong* 

Whichthoufuppofeftl haue done to thee. 

Qh. Be breefe,leaft that the procefle of thy kindnefle, 

T aft longer telling then thy kindnefte doo. 

X* Then know thatfrom my foule I loue thy daughter. 

Qu. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

JW. what do you thinke? . 

Qu. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue 1 do thanke thee for it. 

Km- Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning, 

I meane that with my foule 1 loue thy daughter, 

And mcane to make her Queene of England. . 

Qu. Say then, who doft thou mcane ftiall be her king? 
K^g. Euen he that makes her Queene, who fhould elfe? 

Qu. What thou? . 

King.' I, euen I, what thinke you ofit Madame? 

Q«. Hpvvcanft thou wooe her? _ . 

King. That would Id came ofyou. 

As one tliat are beft acquainted with her humor. 

Qu. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Km. Madam with all my heart. 

Qrt. Send to her by the man thatilew her brothers, 

A paireof bleeding hearts thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Yorke,thenhappelie ftie Will Wcepe, 

Therefore prefent to her asfometimesMargarrt 

Did to thy father, a handkcrcheffc fteepr in Rutlands blood 

And bid her dfioher weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her riot to loue. 

Send her aftoricof thy nobleafts: 

Teft her thou m a deft away her V nckle Clarence, 

Her Vnckle Riuers,y ea and fofc herfake 
Madefl quickc conueiance with'hef good Aunt Anric. 
Kw?. Comc.comc.vou mockc me.tius is not the way* - 
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To win your daughter. 

Q». There is no other way, 

V nleflc thou couldflput on feme other {hape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

King. Infer faire Fnglands peace by this alliance. 

Q*. Which fhe fhaTl purchafe with ftill lading war, 
Ki»g. Say that the king which may commaund intreats. 
Qw. That at her hands, which the kings king foibid, 
Kmg, Say fhe flralbea high audinightie Queene, 

Qu. To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her euerlaflingly. 

Qu. But how long (hall that title cucr lad? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liues end. 

Q#- But how long fairely fhnll her fweet life lad; 

King. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

Qu. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

King. Say I her foueraigneatn her fubieft loue. 

Qu. But die your fubieft loaths fuch feueraigntie. 

King. Be eloquent in my bchalfe to her. 

Q«. An honed talc fpceds bed being plainly told. 

Km. Then in plaint termes tell her my louing talc. 

Qu. Plainc and not honed is tbo hard) a dile. 

King. Madam your reafons are too diallow & too quicke 
Q*. O no,my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead pooreinfants in their graue. 

King. Harpe on it dill dial I, till handl ings breake. 
King. Now by my George ,my Garter and my Crownfc 
Qu. Prophand,didionourd,and the third vfurped. 
Kmg. I fwcarc by nothing. 

Q*. By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand,hath lod his holy honor: 

The Garterblemifht,pawnd bis knightlie vertuc: 

The crowne vfurpt ,dtfgrac’t his kinglie dignitie, 

If fomething thou wilt fweare to be beleeude. 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrongd. 
King. Now by the world, 

Q*. Tis full ofthyfoulc wrongs. . . 

Kifctyl 



Xing. My fathers death. 

Thy life hath that difbonnrd. - 
Xing. Then by my felfe. 
j9yT Thy felfe,thy felfemifufcd, 

Kmg. Why, then by God. 

Qa, Gods wrong is moft of all, 

Jfthou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the king my brother made. 

Had not bene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou haddfeard to breake an oath by him. 

The emperiall mettall circling now thy brow, 

Had gradthc tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had bene breathing here. 
Which now, two tender play- fcllowes for dud. 

Thy broken faith, hath made a praie for wormes. , 
King. By the time to come. 

Qjg. That thou Had wrongd in time orepaft, 

For 1 my felfe,haue many teares to waflv 
Hereafter time, for tinie ,by the pad wrongd , ^ 

The children liuc,whofe parents thou had flaughtred 
Vngouernd youth, to waile it in their age. 

The pa rents liue,whofe children thou had butcherd, 
Old withered plant$,to waile it with their age, 

Sweare not by time to come,for that thou haft 
Mifufed.eire yfed.by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kmg. A s I intend to profper and repent, 

Sothriue I in’my dangerous attempt, 

Ofhoftilc armes,myfelfe,my felfe confound, 

Day yecld me not thy light, nor night thy reft/: 
Beoppofitc, all planets ofgood lucke, 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue,, 
Imiruculatd dcuocion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confids my happinefTe and thine, 

Without, her followcsto this land andjne, 

T o thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule? „ „ 

Sad defolation, mine, and decaie, 

« cannot be auoyded but by this. 
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Xtwillnotbeauoidedbutby this: 7 T / -,7 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo,) 

Be the atturney of my louc to her. 

Pleade what 1 will be.not; what 1 haue bene, 

Not by defcrts,but what I will deferue, 

Vrge the nece (Title and ftate of times. 

And be not pecuifh,fond in great defignes . 

Shal I be tcmpted.of c{te di«ell dm? 

Kmg. I, if the diuell tempt thee to doo good. 

^g^Shail 1 forget my felfe,to be my felfe. 

J Q»g. Ijifyourfelfes remembrance, wrong your felfe. 
Jj)#. But tlioudidft kill my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombe,I buried them, 
Wherein that neft of fpicerie they fhall breed, 

Selfcs of themfelues, to your recomfitute. 

Q*. Shall I go winne mv daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happie mother by the deede. 

Q#. I goe,\vritetome veryfhortlie. 

Km. Bcare her my true l outs kills, fare w el Exit. 

Relenting foole, and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracipus foueraigne, on the wefternc coaft, 
Ridetha puidant Nauic. Tothe fhore. 

Throng many doubtful! hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,andyntefolud tobcatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall, 

And there thy hull,expefting but the aide, 

OfBuckingham.towekonOethcma (hore. •. 

Al/^.Somehght-ifpotc friend, port to the Duke ofNotit. 

Ratchffethy felfe,civGatesbieiwheisishe? urn 

fat. Here my Lord* 

Kmg. Fite to the Duke jp oft thou to Salisburie, 

When thou comeft there, dull vnmindfull villame. 

Why ftandft thpuftill^andgocft not to the Duke. 

Cat. Firft mighciefoiiefatgoe .let meknow j out minde, 
What from your grafid.LfliaU dehuer. them. T , ' 

Kmg. 0,uuegpodGatcsbie,bid him leuic flraight, 
Thegreateft (trength and power he can make, 

And mcete me prefentlic at Salisburie. ^ 
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Rat. Whatisityour hign os pleafure, T fbal alpst Sf libury* 
Kmg. Why,what:wouldft thaudpthereKefbne T go#!W 
Rat. Yotir higbnefTc told mel lhhujd poftbfc dre. (1 
Km. My mind is changd fir ,my mjnde is changd. 

How now, what newes with you? .mil J{ ,v.S\ 

Enter Darbies. . ajo.TSUf.fi tic. i 

< 7 ) 4 r.None good my Lord, to pleafe you with thc-hcaring,! 
jjor nonc-fo bad, but it may wcll be.told. i og . 77 -A 
King. Hoiday,a riddle, neither good nor bad;j : . - mi; t 
Why^oeft thou runne fo many mile about, 

! when thou mail l tell thy tale Sa nearet vvay . j 

Once more, what newest-: • y. ’ I . v- • > 7. 

Dan Richmond is on the'fois. : Vl • ‘7 s. 

Ring, There let him finke, and be the Teas on him, 

White liuerd runnagate, what doth he there? 

Bar, 1 know not mightiedbueraigne, bur bwguefic. 77;i 
JC mg, Wellfirj^youguclTe.asyQUguefle. <uu:> b;:,V 
\ *D.v. Sturd vp by DorCetjBuckingliani and Elie,- 

' He m?km fonEnglaad^kr^ 

King. Isthechaire Fmp.tie r . 

Is the king dcadi the empire vnpofleftf- In sabro; 

What heirc of Yorkc is there aliue but we# 

And w ho is E n glands kmg, but great Y orkes heire? 

Then tellihc, what doethhe vponthefea#: 

Dar^ Vnlcfle for that my licge^lxannotgufflc* .-$■« a 
King. Vnlefiefortbat,hecomesto be your liege, , 3 
You cannot guclle, wherefore tht Welchman comes, 

Thou .viler, euolt, and flje to him I fcare. t •- 

! 2W. No mighti eliege,therefore ituftruft me not. 

K/»g. Wherdisthy powetichen,to bcafe.him backe# 
Where are thy tennants,aridthy, followers? • 

Arethcy not no W vpon'the Wefterne fhoreJayyj 
Safe conducing, the;tieheU from their (hips. 

Dar. No my.goodrLordpny friends ar.e in the North. 
Ki^Go.ld fi iecvdsito Rie bard.what do they in the North? 
W hen the y (haul d ferue^tfrejJ'Xouefai.gne in the W eft . 

nothin cfSljmaupded.mightit kucraigne. 
Pleafe it yourMaieftic to ziuenwtleaue^ ,. li 
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Il(t mufter vp my friend* and meete your graced 
Where, and what time,your Maicftic {hall pkafe, 
An£.I,I,thou wouldft be gone to ioync with Richmond, 

I will not truft you Sir. 

Dar. Moft mightic Scucraigne, 

Youhaue no caufc to hold my fricndlhip doubtfull, 

I neaer was,nor neuer will be falfe. 

King. Well, go mufter men.but hecre you,!eaucbchindc, 
Your fonne George Stanlie,looke your faith be fh me, 

Or elfe,his heads aflurance is but frailc. 

Dor. So dealc with him, as I prooue true to you. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Me[. My gracious foucraignc,now in Dcuonfliirc, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney .and the haughtie Prelate, 

Rifhop of Exeter, his brother there, 

With many mo confederates, are in armes. r't' | 

, Enter an other Me finger. >. • ' 

Mef. My Liege, in Kent the Guilfordes arein armes, 
Andeuery hourr more competitors, 

Flockc to their aide,andftid their power increafeth. 

Enter Another Mefenger. 

Mef. My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

He jinktik him , 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fongs of death. 

Take that vntill thou bring me better nevves. 

Mef. Your grace miftakes,the nevves I bring is good, 
My newes is, that by fudden floud, and fall of water, _ 

The Duke of Buckinghams arroic is difpci ft and fcattered, 
And he himfelfefled.no roanknowes whither. 

King. OIcrieyounscrcie,Ididroiftake, 

Ratcliffe reward him,for the blow I gauc him. 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham. 

Mef. Such proclamation hath bene made my liege* 

Enter another Mefjhrgenib : * - . ' 1 

Mef. Sir Thomas Louc hand >Lo id Mat quefcDorfct ; 
Tis faid myLicgc,a« vpin awes, y c[ 




of Richard the third. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to yciir grace, 

Xhc Brittaine nauic is difperft, Richmond in Dbrftiire 
Scntoutaboateto askethemonthefhdre, 

Ifthey were his affiftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwcred him, they came from Buckingham, 
ypon his particjhc miftrufting them, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Brittaine. 

Kmg. March on, march on,frnce we are vp in armes, 
Ifnot to fight with forreine enemies. 

Yet tobeace downc,thefc rebels here at home. 

Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. My h‘ege,the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newesjthat the Earle of Richmond, 
lswith a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Iscolder tidings, yet they muft be told. 

King. Away towards Salisbutic, while we reafbn here, 
A royall batted might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought, 

Jo Salisburie,the reft march on with me. tyc > . 

Enter Darbie,Sir Chnjlopher. 

•Day. Sir Chriftopher,tcll Richmond this’ from me. 

That in the ftie of this moft bloudie bore, i 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If'I reuolt.off goes young Georges head. 

The feare of that, withholds my. prefent aide, 

Buttell me, where is princely Richmond now! 

Chrtfi. At Pembroke, oratHerford-vveft in Wales. 

Ear. What men of name refort to him. 

S.fhnft. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowmed fouldier. 
Sir Gilbert T albot, fir William Stan'ie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas .with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they do bend their coutfc. 

If by the way, they be not fought with all- 
D* r. Rcturne vnto my Lcidiccmmend me to him, 
Tell him, the Queen e hath harsilie confentcdj 
He lhail efpouic Elizabeth her daughter. 
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Thcfe letters will refolus himof my minde, 

Farewell*' . Exeunt, 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Rue. Will noticing Richard letmefpeake with hitn, . 
Rat. No tnv Lord,chereforebepatient. 

Buck,. Haftings,and Edwards children, Riucrs,Gray,. 
flicking Hemie,and;thy fail cfonne Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that lnue mifcjrried, 

By vnderhand corrupt cd/ouleiniultice, 

If that your mcodie difconteuted foules, : 

J>o throghthecloudes belioldrhuptefent houre, 

Euen ior^cuenge,mocke my definition.. 

This is A lfoules day felk»wcs,is it. not? y 

Rat. If is my Lord. ‘ 

Buc. Whic then A lfoules day ,is mV bodies domefday,* . 
Thi*is the day, that in king Edwardstime, 

3’iwiflrt might fall on me,whe» 1 was found, 

Ealfeto his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day,wherein I wifht to fall, 

Bv the falfe faith, ofhiml trufted moft: 

This,th» Alfoulcs day , to my fcarefoli foul e, in ? - \ . ' ' 

Is the determind refpit of my wrongs; 

What high al-Jeer,tha$ I dallied with* 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on my head,: 

A nd giuen in earncfl whai I bcgdln ieaft. 

Thus doeth he force the fwords of wicked men. 

To turnethf icowne povntesyon their unifiers bofcinc! 
Now Margarets curfe,is fallen vpon my head , 

Whcnhe quotli fhc,lhall fplLr.thy heart with forrow* 
Remember ,Margaretwas a Propherefie,: 

Come firs,cotiuey meto the blocke of fhame, 

* Wrong hath but wrong, and blam&the dew of blame. 
Enter Richmond with drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fcildwes marines, and my mofblouing fricndij 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyrannic. 

Thus farreinto the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcjht on without impediment. 

And hcrcrecciue wc,fromour Father Scaidie,., 
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f UiEtf of foirc comfort, and incoiiragctticntr 

Thcwrctched.bloudrerandvfurpin^bore, 

rLticoU your fummer-fields, and frutefull vines, 
n jis your warmc bfoud like wa(h,arid makes his trough, 

Tn your inbo weld bofomesithis foule fwine, 

Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Mearc to the towne ofLeycefter as welearne: 

From Tamwoi th thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods name checre on,couragiou$ friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetual! peace, 

Bv this one bloudie triall of lharpe Warre. 

I. Lo. Eueric mans conference is athoufand (words, 
To’fioht againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 Lo. 1 doubt not but his friends will Hie to V*. 

?! Lo. He hath no fnends,but who are friends for fcare* 

Which in his greataft need will flirinke froin him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march. 
True ho pc is fwift .and fbes with fwallowcs wings, ' 

Kin^s lt make Godsend meaner creatures kings. 

° Enter Kmg Richard, N _ 
Cateshe,ivith others. 1 

Xino. Here pitch our cents, euen here in Bofworth field, 
Whicjhiw nocV Gatesbie T wby lookeft thou fo fad* 
fa t. My heart is tenrunesilighter then my looxtes. 

King. Norfiolke come hither. 

Noffolke,wemuft'haueiknockcs,ha,muftwenot? 

Norff. We inullbothgiueiaild take fiiy gracious Lord. 

King. Vp with my tent there, her ewiU I ke to night, 

ButwheretoinorroWjWe'ilall isonc tor that: 

Who hath diferiedthe number of the foe. 

Norjf. Six or feuen thoufand is their grcatefl nurriL. er, 
Kmp Why our Bawailan trebclsthat account, 
Befides.thc kings nameisatawer ofttrength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want, 

Vp with>my' tent there, valiant gentlemen, 

Lctvs furuey thd vantage of the field, • 

Call for fome men of found direfUon,t a 
Lets want no difciplmc>makc no delay, 

i-:/' : ~ L 2 ** 
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F or Lords, to morrow, is a bufic day. 

Entef Richmond with the Lords, &e. 

%ich. The wearie funne hath made a golden featc, 

A nd by the bright tracke of his ficric Carre, 

Gmes fignall of a goodlie da)' to morrow. 

Where is fir William Brandon, he lhall beare my Bandcrd. 
The Earle ofPembrooke keep his regiment, 

Good captaine B!unt,beare ray good night to him, 

And by the fecond houre in the morning,. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent* 

Yet one thing more.good Blunt before thou go eft: 
Where is Lord Stanlie tpiarterd,doefl thou know# 

Blunt. V nlefle I haue miflanc his colours much 
Which well I am allur’d, I haue not done, 

His regiment, lies halfca mile atleaft, 

Southfromthe mightie power of rhe King. 

%!fh. If without peril! it be poflible, 

Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me, this moll needfull Icrowle* 



Blunt, V pon my life my Lord,iIe vndertakc it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fomc inke, and paper, in my tent, 
lie draw the forme,and modle ofour battcll. 

Limit each leader to his fcuerall charge. 

And part in iuB proportion our fmall flrength, 

Come, let vs confute vpon to morrowes bufineficy 
In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold; 

Enter king Richard, HorfRatchfe 
Catesbie,&c. 

Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat, It is fixe of clocke,full {upper time. 

Kin. I will not fup to night, giue me fora e inke and pap*# 
What , is my bcuer caficr then it was# 

And all my armour laid into my tent# 

Cat, It is my Liege, and all things are in rcadinefie. 
King. Good Norffolke,hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfccarefull watch, chulctruflicccndncll. - 

Afc/. I go my Lord, ~ ^ 

King. $n* 
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giue. Stur with the Larke to morrow gtirtle Norffolkc. 
tf/rf I warrant you my Lord, 
j Zing. Catesbie. % 

gat. My Lord. 

Rine. Send out a Purfeuant at armei 
To Stanleys regiment.bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifingdeaft hisfonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue of etcrnall night. 

Pill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, . 

booke that m>‘ Baues be found and not too heauy, Ratline. 
Km. Savveft thou the melancholic L: Northumberland# 

Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe > 

Mach about cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chcaringvpthefoldiers. 

King. So 1 am fatisfied.giue me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readie# 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Km. Bid mV guard watch,leaue me. 

Ratliffe about ihe mid of night come to my tent 
Andhelpe toarme me : leaue me I fay. Exit. Rat life. 

Enter 'Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Bar. Fortune and viftone fit on thy helmc. 

Rich. All comfort that the darkc night can aiioord, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law. 

Tell me how fates our louing mothet# ■ 

Bar. I by atiuney bleflc theefrom thy mother. 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that- the fitapt houres Beale on, 

Andflakie darkened brakes within the catt, 

In briefe,for fo the fcafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the aibitremenc, 

Gfbloudie Brokcs and mortall Bating war, 

I at l T would X CflOnOtj . - rn 




With beft aduagtage will deceiue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fhocke pf armcs. 

But on thy fidp^ may not be too forward. 

Lead being feene thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and thcfearcfujl time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue. 

And ample enterchangc of fvveet difcourfr, 

Which fo long fundried friends Ihould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew,bc valiant and (peed well. 

Rtcb, Good Lords conduct him to his regiment : 

He flriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Lcaft leaden fiuriiberpeifc me downc to fnor-tow. 

When 1 (bould mount with wings of vi&or ie, 

Once more good night kindLords ancbgentlemen.^A?tf»f. 
O thou whole Captainc I account my felfe, 

Looke on my forces with a gracious eye : 

Put in their hands thy brufing Irons ofw'rath. 

That they may crufh downc with a heauie fall-, 

The vfurping helmets of our aduerfaries, 

Make vs thy miniftersofehaftifement, ; . c 

That we rriny praife theeinthe viftorie, 

To thee I do command my watchfull foule. 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eies. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me ftill ! 

Enter the ^hofiofyoono Prince Edwiird^finne 
to Henry the fix t, to Rich.if... ~ 

Ghofito Rr t Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow. 
Thmke how-thou ftabft me in my prime of youth, 
AtTeukesbu'.ie.difpairotherefore and die. 

To Rich. Bechearfiil Richmc 
OfbutchcredPrinccsfightit&TF^chalfe, 

King Henries ifliie Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter- tine gbofi tf Henry the fikt. 

Ghofito Ri . When lwas naortall,myannointcdbodie, 
By thee was punched full of holes j I iiaf : i y 

Thinkc on the Tower and me,ddpairc and die. 

* ~ 5 — t *' name 
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tf arrie the fixt bids thee difpaire arid-die. 

K Lf, Vertuous and holie be thou conqueror, 

££** Fopheficd thou fliouldeft be king 
Doth comfort thee in thyileepe,li«e and florifh. 

Enter the Ghcaji <tf Clarence. 

GbooH Let roefit heauie in thy foule fo morrow, 

1 that was waflit to death with fulfomewin*, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraid to death: 

To morrow in the battaile thiokeon me. 

An ! fall thy edgelclle fword, difpaire and die. = 

To Xjcb. Thou offpring of the houfe of Lancaftcr, 

The wronged hekes of Yorke do pray for thee, 

Good angels guard thy batraile.hut: and floriih. 

* Enter the ghoAfls tf Rtuers firayyTaHghan. 

£& Let m: fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Riutnthat died at lfomfrctdijjpaire and die. 

1 Gray Thinkc vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 
y/ujrb. Thinkc vpon Vaughan, and with guiltre feare, . 

Let fall thy- launce, difpaire and die, 

AUto'Rj- Awake and t hinkc our wrocgs jn Ri-bof rrr 
Will conquer him, awake ancTwin the day. 

ftterlbeghoafis of the two \oung 7 
Gbofi to Tfr.Dreame on thy Cofens fmotherec 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard,. 

And weigh thee downe to ruine,(hamc,ano 
Thy N ephewes foules bid thee difpaireand die 
To Ri.S leepe Richmond fleepe,in peace and 
Goad angels guard thee from the bores annoy, 

Liueand begeta.happie race of Kings,. 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes.do bid thccilonir 

Enter the ghoafi of Hafitngs 

Ghoafi. Bloudie and guiltie.guihilic awake. 

And in a bloudie battaile end thy day es,; ; 

Thinke on lord Hallings.difpaiteand die. 

To Rick. Quiet vntnoubUd foule,awake,«y~ 

Arme, fight and conquer for fake England* la e. 

° t-* ... .L. n{ I A/kt* ijtSVPttC* 
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Thatnetser flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fiecpe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on me. 

And fall thy cdgclefle fword difpaire and die, 

T o Rich. T hou quiet foule,flcepe thou a quiet fiecpe, 
Dreame of fucceflc and happie viftorie, 

Thy aducrfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoafl of "Buckingham. 

Thefirft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannie, 

O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle, 

Dreame on, dreame on,of bloudie deeds and death. 
Fainting difpaire,difpairingyccld thy breath. 

To %ich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But cheare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

Richard ftarteth vp out of 4 dreame. 
K.Ri. Giue me another horfe.bind vp my wounds, 
Haue m ercie Icfu : foft,I did but dreame. 

O Coward confidence, how doeft thou afflid me ! 
The lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight. 

Cold fearcfull drops {land on my trembling flefii, 
What do I feare my felted thcres none elfe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is,T am 1, 

Is there amurtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

Then flic, what from my fielfef great reafonwhy? 
Leaf! 1 reuengc- What my felfc vpen my ficlfi ei 
Alacke I loue my fc!fe,whctcfore? for any good 
That I my fie He haue done vnto my ficlfe i 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hateful 1 deeds committed by my ficlfe : 

1 . am a villaine.yetl lic,l am not. 

Foole of thy fielfe fipcake weU,fooJe do not flatter, 

My confidence hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 
And euerie tongue brings m a feuerall talc, 

And cutty talc condemns me for a viliainc ; 



Perittrif 
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Periurie,pcrlurie,in the higheft degree, 
Murther,fterncmurthcr,m the dyreft degree, % % 

All feuerall finnes,all vfde in each degree, 
jhrong to the barreling all,guilfie,guiltie. 

I {hail difpaire,there is no creature loues me, 

And if I die.no foule will pittie me: 

And wherefore fhouldthevtfmce that I my felfc, 

Finde in my felfe,no pittie to my felfc. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murtherd. 

Came to my Tcnt,and euery one did threat. 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard, 

Enter Ratchffe. 

Rnt. My Lord. 

Ki. Zoundes, who is there? 

Rat, Ratchffc^nyLord,tisI,the early village cocke. 
Hath twife done falutation to the raome, 

Your friends are vp,and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rateliffe,I haue dreamd a fcarfull dreame, 

What thinkft thottrwHfieuti ii « ndt pr ewHtruc? 

'Rat. No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatcliffc,! feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of fbadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night, 

Haue ftrooke more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can thefubftance of ten thoufand fiouldiers, 

Armed in proofe, and led by {hallow Richmond, 

Tis not yet neare day, come, go with me, 

Vndcrour Tents He play the ewfc aropper, 

Tofeeifany meaneto (hrinkc from, me. Fxetuit, 

Enter the Lordt to Richmond, 

Lor. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie mercie Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue tane a tardie fluggard here. . • : 

Eor. How haue youfiept myXord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fiaepe,andfair!cft"boding dreames^ 
That euer entred in a drowfie head, 

Haue 1 fince your departure had my Lords, 

M M* 
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Came to my tent, and cried on vidtorie, 

I promife you, my foule is very iocund, t 
In the remembrance of fo faireadreamc. 

How farre into the momingisit Lords? ' r ' . vi;: : . . i 
Lo. Vpon the ftroke ofifoufe. 

Rich. Why then tVs time to arme,and giuc direfVion*. 
His OratibntolrtffoHldiers. 

Morethen I haue faid, louing eountrimen. 

The leifure and- inforeement of thetime, 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe,fight vpon our fide. 

The praiersofholy Saints and wrongedfoules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes,ftand before our faces,. 
Richard,exccpt.-thofe whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vswinne,thenhim they follows- - 
For,v»haMs he they follow'?truhe gentlemen, 

A bloudietirant.and a homicide. 

One raifd m bloud,and Orte in bloudeflabliflied, 

•One thattnade meanes to come by what he hath. 

And fiaugheei c«d thofe.dMf Were the meanes to hclpe hint 
A bafe foule ftone,madc precious bythefoilc. 

Of Englands chaire,whe) e be is falfely let, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enernic. 

Then if you fight againft Gods cnemie, 

God will in iuftiee,Vvard you -as' his fouldiers, 

If you doclweate to put a tyrant downe. 

You fieepe in peace, the tyrant being flainc, ‘ 

Ifyou do fight againft your countries-foes. 

Your countries fat ,fhall paie yoilr paines the hire. 

If you do fight in fafegard of y our wiuw^ 

Y.our wiuei Ihall welcome home; the conquerors, 

If you do free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age:- 

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduance your ftandards,draw your willing fworaS, 

Fox aw, tire ranfomc of my bold attempt. 

Shall be this coldc corps on the catths cold face: 
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ofRichard tire third. 

Rattfl^tiue^egatoeof my attempt^ sutr 

The leaft ofyou.fhallOiarehispartthercof.: <> 

i j drumsand trumpets bo'dlie.and chearefulie, 

and Saint Gi^orge.Richmond and viftotic. 

Go d, and 5am E ^ rK ^ gRKhard)RaK&Ct 

Kwt What Caid Northumberland, as touching Richmond. 
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in armes. 

Ktn „ He faid the truth,and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat He foiled and faid,tbe better for our purpofc. 

Kin*. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is; 

Tell the clocke there. . The clock? flnk?t K 

Giue me a calender, who faw the Sunneto day? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. f , . . 

| gw. Then he difdaines to fiune.for by the booke. 

Fie fooujd haue braud the Eaft an hourc agoc, 

A blacke day will it be to fome bodicjRat. 

%at. My Lord. 

King. Thelunnewillnotbefeenetoday, 

The skic doth frovvne,and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe dewie-teftfoww from ti -rergrotmay 
Not (hine to day : why.what b that to mer" 

More then to Richmondjfor the fclfe-famc hcauen, 

That frownci on me,lookes fadlie vpon him. 

Eater Norfolk?. 

Norf. A rme,arme,my Lordjthc foe vaunts in the field. 
Kmo. C omc,buUle,tuftlc,capdrifon my horfc, 

Call vp Lord Stanhe,bid Jimi bringhis power, i 
I will lead fonJt,ray;l£U-Sdier& to the piame, .*pa 
And thus my battaile ftisll be ordered. 

My foreward fliall be drawne in length, > ‘ ’ 

Confining equallie of hoileand foots* . ’ / 

Our Archers fhal! be placed inthemidft, £ 

Iohn, Duke of Norffolke, Thomas Eailc of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of thi ; foote andhorfe, 

They thus directed, we will follow. 

Ip themaine battclfwhofis puifiance on: cither fide, 

Shall be well winged with our'chccfefi horfc: o’. 

This, ?nd Saint George 16 boctcs, what tlunkcu thou Nor. 

~ M 2 A goo d 
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Nor. A good dire&ion warlike foueraigne, He fbewetk 
This found I on my tent this morning. him a taut 

lock# of Nor folks be not fi bold, r \ 

For Dickon thy mafler it bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifedby the cncmie. 

Go Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules: 
Confcienee is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifd at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our confcienee fwords,our law#. 

( March on, ioynebrauely,lct vs to it pell mell, 
l If not to heaucn.thcn hand in hand to hell. 

Hts Oration to his Armie. 

What /hall I fay more then 1 haucinfetdf 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabonds, rafcols and runawaies, 

A (cum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom their 01 ecloied country vomits foith, 

To defptrate aduentures and afiurd deftruftien. 

You deeping fafe,they bring you to vmeft. 

You hauing lands and blcft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other, , 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow J 
Long kept in Brittame at our mothers coft, 

A milkci'opt ,one that ncuer in his life 
Felt fo much coldasouer fhooesm fnow: 

LiflS whip thefe ftraglcrs ore the fcas againc, 

L ilh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers wearieof tneir hues. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exployt. 

For want of means poore rats had hangd themfelues, 
Ifwebe conquercd,let men conquer vs, «■ - ; . ' 
And not thefe baftard Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumpt, 

And in record left them the heires of fhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wiues i 
Rauifh our daughters, harke 1 heare their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen ofEngland , fight boldly yeomcn ; 
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of Richard the third. 

ptaw archers draw, your arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard,and ride inbloud, 

/tnaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

\Vhat faies lord Stanley,will he bring his power? 
frlcf. My lord,he doth denieto come. 

King* Off with his fonne Georges head. 

' Nor. My lord, the cncmie is pa ft the marfh. 

After the battail e let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofotne, 
Aduance our ftandards,fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word ofcourage fare faint George 
Jnfpirc vs with the fplecne of fierie Dragons, 

Vponthem, vnftorie fits on our hclmes. Exeunt. 

Alarum, excur (ions, Enter (fatesbie. 

Catef. Refcew my lord of Norffolke,refccw, refcew. 

The king enatts more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofite to eueric danger. 

His horfeis flame, and all on foote he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 
RefccvvfairelordjbTefftThe^laytStoft; ~ 

Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfc.a horfe,my kingdom for a horfe. 

Catef. Withdraw my lord,ilehe!peyoutoa horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And 1 will Hand the hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fine haue I flaine to day, in ftcad of him, 

A horfe, ahorfe, my kingdomc for a horfe. 

Jl latum, E nter Richard and Richmond \ they fight , Richards is 
flaio,thenretrait being founded. Enter Richmod, ‘Darby, be 4 * 
ring the crowne,T»ith other Lords,&c, 

God and your armes be praifed victorious friends, 
The day is ours, the btoodie dog is dead. 

Dar, Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfiirped roialties 
Rota the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 

Wcarcit, enioy it,and make much of it* 

Rich* 
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Rich. Great Godof heauen fay Amen to aif. 

But tell me is young George Stanley limng, ; 

Dir. He is my Lord,and fafe in Lefter Towne, 
Whither if ij. pleafe you, vve may now withdraw vs. 

Rich, What men pfnatne are flaine on either fdrt 

John Duke of Norfolk*, Water Lor A Ferrtsjir Robert 
Brqokenbnif ,<& fir fVilImm Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their.bodies,asi)ecome their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers Bed, 

That in fumiflion will retuene to, vs, 

And then as we haue tanc the facrament, 

We will vnitc the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunftion. 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 

Wtiat traitor heares me,andfaiesnot Amen; 

■England hat h long beenc rnadde and fcard her felfe, 

The brother blmdlie fhed the brothers blood. 

The father rafhlie flaughtered hisownefonne. 

The fonne comp dd, been butcher to tire lit c, 

A H this diuidcd Yorkc and Lancafter, 

Diutded in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fueceeders of each royal! houfe, 

ByGods faire ordinance conioinetogither , 

And let their heires (God if thy will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth- faftepcace, 

With ftniling plentieand faire profperousdaies. 

Abate the edge oftraitors gracious Lord, 

That wou d reduce thefe bloudie daies againe. 

And make poore England weepc in ftreames of bloud 
« Let them not liue to tafte this lands increafe, 

• Thar would with treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
Now cniill wounds are flopt,pcace Hues againe, 

That flie may long liue hcarc.God fay Amen, 

* 4 * * * * * “ r ' A > , • « . ■ fi f , . 




THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.2l) OCtAVO 




,98 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.2l) OctaVO 








m,1598 the bodleian library (Arch. G e.21) Octavo 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22315) LONDON, 1598 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.2l) OCtSYO 



!,q,A t, 






